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INTRODUCTION. 


"  nance  upon  a  time  f^ere  liUrO  a  cer- 
tain 0lB'"^TIiu8  far  had  wc  (meaning  whom 
the  reader  pleases)  advanced  into  the  bowels  of  a 
eingidarly  dusky  and  time-worn  manuscript,  which 
we  purposed  doing  into  modern  and  presentable 
English  for  our  own  peculiar  delectation,  when 
we  were  disturbed  in  our  antiquarian  speculations 
by  a  knock  at  our  lowly  portal,  such  as  probably 
had  not  arouscfl  the  echoes  of  our  obscure  quitr- 
tcr  since  the  days  when  varlets  in  splendid  live- 
ries lined  the  lordly  halls  of  Somerset,  instead  of 
the  plebeian  porters  who  now  guard  the  dark  en- 
trance to  the  modem  "  exhibition."  A  short 
pause  took  place  ere  the  comely  handmaiden 
who  ministcrcth  to  the  several  wants  of  "  four 
jloors,''  (as  our  landlady  facetiously  hath  it)  could 
re|ily  to  sn  magnificent  a  summons.  Nor  was  it 
matter  of  marvel ;  seeing  that  she  was  necessi- 
tated both  to  ptu-ify  her  hurny  digits  from  the 
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effect  of  het  diSy  "  D«y  and  Minin'*  i  i 
■"  the  imperfections  of  bcr  u; 
raiment  (wberrby  wc  would  insimulc  gown) 
downing  an  npr  of  that  peculiar  patten,  w1 
we  in  OUT  ligfa  i  and  more  condexcniding  mo- 
tnents  have  boo  -ed  with  the  heraldic  qtilbet  of 
*'  cheeky." 

This  delay,  1  ra«  apparently  not  pin*. 

ing  to  tboM  wi  it,  u  tlic  aibreuid  liand. 
maiden  bounde  up  ttic  three  tut  uteiM  wliicli 
ascended  from  the  inlemal  regions,  the  knock| 
plainlj''  d£  w««lciii  origin,  wad  repeated  with  in* 
creiaed  Tigoor.  So  energetic  a  aummons  (ukA 
not  to  give  rise  to  sundry  speculations  in  our  own 
mind,  and,  albeit,  little  expecting  that  out  of  the 
'*  four  floors,"  ours  was  destined  to  be  fanned  hy 
an  occideutal  breeze,  we  rose,  placed  our  door 
ajar,  and  applied  our  ear  to  the  chink  thereof 
Great,  indeed,  was  our  astoniihment  when  wq 
heard  first  our  own  name  repeatedly  uttered  by 
many  voices  below,  and  then  a  slow  hea^-y  step 
ascending  the  narrow  stairs,  every  one  of  whicti 
creaked  beneath  it,  like  the  time  rusted  hinges  of 
some  dungeon,  opening  to  admit  a  new  captive. 
Softly  we  closed  the  door,  and  rufihcd,  breathless 
with  anxiety,  into  the  front  or  best  apartment ; 
•nd  when  out  door  was  again  opened  from  witho 
«nt,  our  countenance  was  lighted  up  by  a  tweet 
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and  placid  smiJe,  our  outer  man  thrust  into  an 
oriental  robe,  our  feet  elevated  to  the  fender,  our 
right  hand  filled  by  a  ponderous  quarto,  and  in 
short  our  whole  deportment  schooled  to  undis- 
turbed serenity,  perfect  self- complacency,  and  a 
deep  interest  in  the  ostensible  subject  of  our 
Btudies. 

"  A  gentleman,  please  Sir,''  said  the  blushing 
Mary,  {or  Poll  as  some  unrcapective  and  hght- 
minded  persons  have  misnamed  her),  and  tlie 
gCDtleman  entered. 

I  rose  and  bowed.  The  gcntlem^w  bowed 
«]so,  and  advancing,  presented  his  canl,  where- 
on  I   read,   in   old   English  characters  —  ^it 

jdPaulrontrriDge  jFulcfiartlep.  jFulritatllrp 
tttange— 

"  A  good  and  high-sounding  name,"  quoth  I 
to  myself,  and  I  hastened  to  scan  the  person  of 
the  Uaronct  or  Knight  (I  had  yet  to  leani  which) 
of  Fulchartlcy  Grange.  And  truly,  if  size  and 
weight  bespeak  antiquity  «f  descent,  I  now  be- 
lield  before  me  the  very  personification  of  pe- 
digree. Sir  Faulconbridge  stood  at  least  aii  feet 
in  height.  His  bulk  was  portentous,  even  from 
the  crown  of  his  bead  to  his  aniithcsis  of  toes. 
Uis  face  was  like  the  full  naoou  in  a  mist,  as  wcU 
in  colour  as  in  shape ;  his  shoulders  were  Atlan* 
ton :  itia  paunch  was  elephantine :  his  legs  wen 
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like  swatlud  pUlara:  and  hJa  Tmi  wtn—wadk 
ten  u  alanc  could  havv  tupponixl  mt  vMt  • 

flame.  Bat  the  fubioa  of  hi*  drew  rts  cquaUy 
rtfnariiahlc  with  bis  die.  It  vu  «t  Ictrt  half  a 
CfDtury  behind  our  own  (oot  tlut  wc  pique  oar> 
selves  upon  a  slftTiih  submiwnoD  to  the  code  laid 
down  b)'  the  autodtt  fuhion)  and  thougU  nf  the 
newest  roateriale,  wa«  at  that  pecutuu  cut  now  deiia> 
niiated  coun-dres«.  Th«  coat  wu  of  tlic  ncbeat 
poiplc  relvct,  with  steel  buttoiu,  aud  of  un- 
seemly length  in  the  wai^l.  The  embroidered 
■ttin  waiitooat,  with  ita  bage  flapt,  affndcd  a 
ccaihrtaHc  pntectioD  to  what  may  be  termed 
the  pordco  of  hii  corporeal  edi6ce,  descending  so 
low  as  aJmost  to  screen  Irom  view  bis  ditto 
breeches  (we  despise  the  false  dehcacy  which 
draws  remaric  upon  the  very  object  it  aficcts  an 
anxiety  to  hide.)  Costly  lace  was  not  wanting 
in  the  bosom  of  his  ehirt,  and  around  his  wmta. 
His  hat  was  triangular,  and  his  cane  massive, 
long,  and  gold-headed. 

The  dlent  wonder  with  which  wc  scrutinized 
our  visiter,  far  &om  giving  him  otlcncc,  appeared 
to  be  r^arded  by  him  as  a  homage  which  was  his 
due,  and  after  a  short  pause,  he  gave  three  pre- 
fiUory  "  a-hems !"  and  thus  began :  "  I  presume, 
Mr.  Scribewell,  thut  the  name  you  now  behold  ia 
not  new  to  yon :  at  leut  it  cannot  be  so,  if  your 
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acquaintance  with  antiquity,  and  knowleclgc  ot 
pedigree  be  such  as  the  world  attributes  to  you 
— ahem !" 

Anxious  to  hear  more,  before  uttering  words 
that  might  afterwards  be  cast  in  our  teeth,  wo 
replied  by  an  oracular  motion,  after  the  approved 
fashion  of  Lord  Treasurer  Burleigh,  andihat  we 
might  the  better  effect  our  temporizing  ends,  we 
hastened  tooffcrourguest  a  chair.  At  this  moment 
Iiis  eye  i'ell  upon  the  manuscript  we  had  begun  to 
deciplier.  lie  darted  forward — clutched  it  as  a  hun- 
gry mastiff  would  a  bone — and  while  his  counte- 
nance beamed  like  the  ruddy  full  moon  when  she 
emerges  from  a  storm-cloud,  he  exclaimed,  "Ha! 
worthy  and  estimable  Sir»  I  perceive  that  I  have 
found  you  as  it  were  watching  for  my  coming — • 
that  your  ears  are  already  opened  to  receive  my 
communication — that  you  are  in  a  fitter  frame  of 
mind  to  hear  me  favourably  than  in  my  most  san- 
guine moments  I  could  have  expected.  But  I 
see  you  arc  astonislied.  Let  us  be  seated,  and  I 
will  explain  the  object  of  my  visit.  It  is  need- 
less to  inform  you  that  your  fame  as  a  decipherer 
of  the  ancient  records  with  which  the  ancient 
libraries  of  our  ancient  families  abound^a-hem !" 
(Here  he  looked  upwards  and  swelled  with  the 
self-complacency  of  a  peacock.)  "  Let  it  suffice 
that  I  know  you,  and  esteem  you ;  otherwise  I 
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should  not  have  lelectctl  yoo  to  pvrfonn  the  tmk 
I  un  abmit  to  propow."  iw  utying,  bs  drew 
from  hin  capaciotu  podcot  >  TolumiDoiu  btmdlo 
trf'  parcbmenta,  uid  plactA  Ihnn  on  our  table. 
"  Th«re,  Mr.  Scnbewrll — ibcrr,"  he  eiclciincrf, 
rubbing  the  ptUnic  of  hi*  huid«  together ;  "  there 
vtll  be  wtak  for  yoor  iu)ticpuri«n  uu)  i^enetloftie^ 
kaowleige — eye  work.  Sir,  uul  hand  work,  and 
head  work ;  uid  then.  Sir.  will  come  pen  vorfc, 
and  ink  work,  and  paper  worki ;~  (he  noted  not 
the  tka  of  having  adopted  the  plural  number^ 
but  wc  did);  "  and  then  you  nh all  to  piT<M— to 
fitm"-~he  tvpeatod  the  word  with  incradaile  d^ 
light,  and  an  inercaaed  friction  of  hia  pahni; 
"  and  the  remotest  posterity  shall  hear,  and  m 
th«r  torn  relate,  the  deeds  that  hare  been  doM 
by  the  Fanlombiidges,  and  the  Fulchartley*,  of 
Pulchartley.  Why,  Sir,  will  you  beliere  it, 
we  bare  lived  Fanlconbridge  and  Fulchartley; 
and  Folchartley  and  Faulconhridge,  at  our  ohl 
manor-houae  of  Fulchartley  ever  aince  the  tims 
of  one  King  Richard  (King  of  Plantagenet  I 
think  he  was  called,  but  'tis  all  one)  who  by  all 
accounts  must  have  been  as  great  a  batterer  of 
vomens'  hearts  as  he  was  of  mens'  heads ;  for  he 
not  only  suled  over  from  the  bland  of  Planta» 
genet  (which  I  take  to  be  somewhere  near  one  of 
the  pdea)  aod  conquered  good  Kbig  John,  but 
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he  gained  a  victory  over  tlie  virtue  of  a  noble 
Jady,  the  Ducliess  (I  think  slie  was)  of  Faulcon- 
Inidgc,  and  made  her  a  traitress  to  her  husband, 
and  the  motlicr  of  a  young  sprout,  from  whom  I 
am  directly,  lineally,  I  believe  they  call  it,  de- 
Bcended.  But  I  weary  you.  Sir,  or  rather,  1  tell  you 
that  which  must  be  already  well  known  to  you ; — 
at  least,  if  it  is  not,  you  may  take  ray  informa- 
tion, especially  that  wliich  comprehends  notorious 
historical  facts,  to  be  tolerably  well  founded,  since 
I  have  it  all  from  an  undoubted  source." 

"  The  Herald's  College  ?"  we  ventured  mo- 
destly to  ask. 

"  Why,  yes — a  hem  ?  you  see.  Sir,  when  I  say 
lineally,  I  do  not  mean  wholly  so;  I  beheve 
there  have  lieen  two  or  three  breaks ;  when  the 
names  have  disappeared  fur  a  time,  on  account 
of  forfeitures,  attainders  for  Iiigh  treason,  and 
50  on.  Indeed,  to  say  the  truth,  both  these 
impediments  have  only  lately  been  removed ; 
for  iliough  the  mingled  blood  of  the  Faulcoa- 
bridge's  and  the  Fulchartley'a  flows  pure  in 
my  veins,  and  unmixed,  save  by  marriage  (my 
motlier  was  a  Spriggina  before  she  married  into 
the  Fulcher  family)  I  have  but  lately  come  into 
the  ancient  name  and  estates  of  Fulchartlcy." 

Wc  had  already  suspected  as  much,  both  from 
the  accuracy  of  our  visiter's  historieal  knowledge. 
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Well,  Sir,  you  will  hardly  believe  me,  but  he 
proved  to  be  one  of  my  oldest  friends,  |Ald<nnan 
Pattypaste,  who,  luckily,  having  no  ancestral 
blood  flowing  in  his  veins,  cared  not  for  one 
Grange  more  than  another,  so  he  made  but  good 
interest  for  his  money.  A  bargain  was  soon 
Struck,  and  a  Faulconbridge  once  more  seated  in 
the  halls  of  his  ancestors.  As  touching  the  recep- 
tion I  met  with  in  the  county,  I  will  only  say,  that 
My  claret  appeared  to  be  swallowed  more  readily 
than  my  pedigree,  and  that  my  cheeks  passed 
more  current  than  my  pretensions.  Of  my  occu- 
pations I  will  say  no  more  than  is  necessary  to 
explain  my  errand.  The  Grange  is  an  old  man> 
Bion,  having  been  built,  as  they  tell  me,  by  the 
first  Faulconbridge,  and  not  a  single  stone  or  brick 
having  been  added  since  that  time.  The  shelves 
in  my  library  are  numerous,  but  boast  not  of 
many  modern  books,  nor  indeed  of  many  others. 
It  happened  that  I  was  one  day  striking  the 
oaken  wainscot  with  a  hammer,  wisliing  to  Und  a 
sound  place  for  a  nail  that  I  might  suspend  a 
newly-reeovcred  uncestoi:  I  smote  pretty  hard, 
and  at  length  I  was  greatly  surprised  by  a  cloud 
of  dust,  which  Hew  out  from  a  crack  in  one  comet 
of  the  room.  I  repeated  my  blow,  and  part  of 
■in  old  lock  fell  at  my  feet,  while  a  narrow  but 
Veighty  door  flew  open,  hit  me  in  the  face,  and 
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fooner  cast  big  eye  across  the  first  scroD,  thaa 
with  a  scornfiil  smile,  and  a  professional  pshav ! 
he  returned  them  to  me,  saying,  '*  Nothing  bat 
some  Monkiali  trash  T 

I  returned  home,  greatly  disappointed  with 
the  issue  of  my  journey.  Her  ladyship,  &r 
from  reproaching  me,  (the  best  of  them  are  at 
times  unreasonable)  commended  my  tliriftioesB, 
•nd  my  ready  eye  to  the  main  chance. 

I  thought  no  more  of  the  parchments  for  s  long 
tiincjorif  I  ever  did,  I  supposed  them  to  have  been 
applied  to  her  ladyship's  culinary  purposes.  At 
length  it  was  found  necessary  to  submit  the  hou«e 
to  the  inspection  of  an  architect,  and  her  ladyship 
and  myself  holding  difl'crent  opinions  respecting 
the  extent  of  the  proposed  alterations,  he  was  of 
necessity  domiciled  at  the  Grange  for  several 
days.  He  was  a  great  antiquary,  and  derived  vast 
amusement  &om  poking  his  nose  and  fingers  into 
tiie  old  lioles,  and  trap-doors,  and  sliding  panels 
with  which  the  place  abounded.  One  evening, 
when  he  was  attempting  to  bring  us  to  some 
a^^eemcnt  about  the  repairs,  by  proposing  a 
scale  which  should  at  once  satisfy  her  Ladyship 
and  royielf,  (tboug^i  the  m^^niJiccucc  of  my 
Ticws  could  hardly  be  reconciled  with  the  paltry 
Bteanness  at'  hers)  he  chanced  to  make  some  allu- 

a  to  the  religtout  etMces  of  past  days.    Bad' 
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denljr  Iter  Ladyship  staited  op,  ^d  iluii»^g 
aode  her  ktutting,  faasteiicd  from  the  man.  I 
vae  Dot  a  little  Gurptued,  when  the  iciiuuc^ 
fanngiiig  with  her  the  old  pardnamts.  aad  ^vrf 
mach  so,  wlien  she  pUoed  than  bdore  the  miM 
tect,  saying,  "  These  nsv,  bt  wa^  I  kaw,  lb 
drawings  of  those  ssine  gaUn  Bid  liwULti^  J 
and  oriels,  you  talk  of.  ami  in  di 
daire  some  valuahle  hints  fivn  ifa^,  'fir  1 1 
sure  they  had  a  cheaper  vsy  of  boilfii^  m  M  , 
times  than  they  have  ro*."" 

The  architect  smiled,  but,  bcii^  a  wdl  I 
man,  bowed  also,  as  be  took  the  ] 
The  next  day  be  assured  me  gnvdy,  ikat  &cy  | 
were  not  to  be  treated  with  kstb,  fcr  t'  ~" 
though  the%-  conveyed  no  dmAiI  Unto  vp 
subject  of  cheap  boilding  (caotiacli  hAg  ft9- 
bably  imhiowii  in  those  days)  Aej  wta  ««• 
doubtedly  historical  maaoscriptB  btliwipiig  «rip> 
nally  to  some  monastery,  wliidi  had  been  mni 
beta  the  general  destruction  of  holy  thi^s  ty 
■ome  pious  ancestor  tf  the  fiuniK,  pwbifcfcf  the 
author  himself.  He  then  gare  ne  tfai*  p^o* 
containing  some  rou^  notes  which  he  bad  tdea 
down  while  perasing  the  first  roll  of  tbe  pvtL 
ments:  I  myself  have  not  yet  attempted  to  md 
ii,  but  I  sent  it  to  the  Uerald*G  CoQege,  and  I 
^^^diere  they  lude  some  tise  of  it.    He  exhorted 


Xn  INTRODUCTION. 

me  to  lose  no  time  in  submitting  the  whole  to 
some  person  capable  of  appreciating  them,  and  of 
reporting  upon  them  to  me,  with  a  view  to  ex- 
tracting from  them  such  matter  as  might  find 
interest  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  at  large.  He 
concluded  by  naming  you,  as  a  gentleman  (I 
think  he  said  of  the  (juill — but  I  will  not  be  po- 
sitive)  well  known  in  the  circles  of  literature,  and 
one  who  would  readily  undertake  the  task  of  re- 
cording from  this  authentic  Bouroe,  tlie  achieve- 
ments (as,  doubtless,  you  will  find  they  contain) 
of  the  Faul  con  bridges  and  the  Fulchardeys, 
whose  unworthy  representative  I  now  am." 

"  This,  then,  Mr.  Scribewell,  is  the  object  of 
my  visit,  and  I  am  sensible  that  I  have  been 
somewhat  unreasonable  in  my  intrusion  upon 
your  valuable  time.  I  will  leave  my  parchments 
in  your  hands,  and  shall  expect  your  report  upon 
their  contents,  when  you  have  given  tliem  suffi- 
dent  consideration.  Be  assured,  moreover,  re- 
spected Sir,  that  the  descendant  of  the  King  of 
Plantagenet  will  show  himself  no  niggard  towards 
the  man  who  shall  assist  him  in  handing  down  to 
posterity  the  deeds  of  hie  ancestors,  and  that  inpro- 
portion  to  the  magnificence  of  the  achievements  re- 
corded shall  be  tlie  amount  of  his  bill which 

you  must  take  at  three  months'  date.  Sir,  I  have 
|be  honour  to  wish  you  a  good  morning"—-  • 
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The  notes  cotntnitted  to  paper  by  tlie  architect 
vere  importaut,  inasmuch  as  tliey  enabled  us  to 
asceruiu  at  a  rapid  glance  what  was  the  nature 
of  the  scrolls.  We  could  not  avoid  smiling  as 
wc  reflected  that  had  the  nohle  paper  maker  of 
Fulchartley  but  once  cast  his  eye  across  them, 
we  should  never  have  l>een  favoured  by  hia  visit, 
and  that  he  would  have  been  saved  the  mortifica- 
tioo  uf  learning  £rom  us  faotr  little  the  matter 
contained  in  the  original  dociuneuts  would  tend 
to  celebrate  the  bj'-gone  honours  of  his  family : 
but,  like  Sancho,  we  entered  upon  our  under- 
taking with   a  quaint  proverb — "  'STiO  Oil  Hi 

tDinO  tttat  blotoa  noboUp  ffooO. " 

In  order  that  the  reader  may,  in  the  langu^e 
of  some  writers,  go  along  with  us,  wc  subjoin  a 
true  and  exact  copy  of  the  rough  notes  taken  by 
the  architect :  if  any  there  be,  to  whom  they  ap- 
pear iacompTcbexkmhte,  let  such  pass  on,  lest  the 
mist  which  already  enshrouds  them  become  im- 
paietrable  darkness. 
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NOTES,  &e.  lie.  &c. 

ISrrnaUmB— Donbaess  the  monnstic  aeme  of  the  cbronicler. 

In  one  corner  appears  ibe  wotd  JFuIrfiartlinifiie'  Tliig  I 
conjecture  to  be  a  coiruptioii  of  tbo  irord  Foulke  or  Falcnsias. 
It  is  well  known  ibal  ono  jDolftt  Of  JfllraSlUB  lit  KmiK 
liTod  in  the  reigns  of  King  Ricbml,  King  JoLn,  and  King 
Uetaj  the  Third.  This  is  tb«  man  whom  Rowloy  in  hia  on- 
mat  piBj  of  King  Jolin,  coafDUDda  irilb  Philip,  that  "  ^toutCs 
lorMlinaTl,"  »  natuTiIaon  of  Richard  Conrde  Lion,  and  iatco- 
duces  tmder  the  natne  of  Philip  Fnalconbiidgp. 

The  only  date  thai  ippeois  is  anit.  IBon.  153B.  This  wta 
the  period  fUtal  to  the  monastema  of  England. 

Mentiona  his  hsTing  visited  mans  UlVVt  toniltrirt.  but  not 
in  what  capacity.    Probably  Ibot  of  i  begging  friar. 

Ctt  bltSMll  £1.  £ll(tlp  of  Kapingbon.  There  was  0  mo- 
naslet7  founded  here  by  Itannlph  Earl  of  Cheater,  and  dedi- 
cated lo  that  SiiiDl,  as  is  attested  by  various  aulhocilies. 

4Sai  SlUIICr.  I'heso  words  appear  in  lolernbly  plain  cha- 
ractera,  and  they  throw  aome  light  upon  the  history  of  Bemar . 
dns,  aa  in  all  likelihood  the;  intimnlB  that  before  ho  took  the 
rows  as  a  monk,  lie  pnclised  the  gentle  ail  of  mintlielsy.  In- 
daed,  the  chirolrous  records  wliich  are  tbe  subject  of  Ibe  oLro- 
nic1«,  indtlie  maniul  spirit  that  nuu  llirough  ihem  are  sufficient 
andence  of  that  fact. 


On  the  Mmnagmmam^mtfttiit 

was  despatcbed  to  tbe  mj  OriomJ 

was  in  the  Old  Jen;)  i£  xhe  ««^  4 

of  the  King  of  Plnuagaci,  w 

the  following  t»  ■  copy : — 
"  Mi.  Smbrvdl  1m  ^ 

his  respectful  eoajibmatt  ta  Sv  Fi 

Fulcbntlc;,  and  infofat  h^ 

the  scrolk  ktdj- £«0nEffed  al 

and  basnohcaiilMi 

the  genmne  prodacfiaw  of  ck  Aravdhv  /W>  J 

cAart&Biu;  tbrt  be  Stit  tMmimM%  |bmA  4^| 

the  emtenee  of  the  Mid  I 

to  have  been  otigMlf  «  HMMd  if  a*  ■ 

cdebntT,  and  aftcrv: 

u  a  brother  of  Oe  otdcrif  Bbck  Cmms  ■  te*" 

mooaster;  of  St.  E£lb  M I 

that  the  said  Benmdm  vai  i  hb  if  iH^i^rf 

learning,  as  is  ptorcd  by  hw  wwdt^  ^ri  m  hefmi 

alldonbtan  aaccrtK  of  the  vUe  ba«e  of  F^ 

chanley,  aa  1m  uBe  Aawr^ 

"  Mr.  Scribewdl  faw  od;  to  add  (dAoi^  it  H 
an  ummpoTtaitt  tut)  tbM  de  matm  mittA  hf 
the  afoiecaid  Benmdm  eaaaol  be  Hid  w  mImc 
entirely  to  the  familj  of  Fukhaide;,  bat  ^irii 
rather  be  temadmuMie  OBiak,  or '  ^(^■■Kto  flf 
earlier  tiroes,  collated  by  Ina  tndoMnooi  pe>  fix 
ihedelecutin  aiide«&&cmtiim  of  fbtioe^ei.'' 


.  iKnoDCorioii; 

■[^  wMt  ti>*  fi'U<i*'iog  answer  was  speedily 

Old  Jeiciy, 
«,  Mf  )•«*>■*>'■  ^■''^  artry  Atiiftclion.    ^Viili  regurd 

»^  aMliHl  *•  nhM  mjt  gf  Ite  pwl  dawla  of  bis  onu  fa- 

«il  wr*l>  Kin  ik*  dtkinioB  of  btr  L^jabip,  trho  saj-s 
-  -^-^  b  MM  lA^  lki>  I^M  tb*  noaahle  brother  alioold 
•.  irluln  h*  rfronlTi}  Ilw  ii(4i(ivuif;i»,  of 
«  ■■•  liair  hii  mrk  look  ere  Le  Ten- 
K  Murv  the  public.  J  need  »car<ei;  add, 
M  «f  llw  pTHWit  day  ire  uot  only  in  the  baliit  of  Tol- 
DDclukUy  conceuj  tbeirown  □Dmea 
h««inttlM«MW)*)-  '  "bill  be  gUd  10  receire  your  oumatf. 
jjygtWtlMUMdtouiidBrteketbejobof  lentonog  to  tlie 
^gM^  «M^  W  CliMDiclee  af  fieiutrdus. 

1  en,  Sir,  your  most  obedient, 

fiX  Vm  Udyrfiip  adds  her  awurance  to  mina  tbat  (ba 
^^  %Jfcje<  bhiiutfy  bna  tended  to  tmiumit  to  no  BdmlmiD'  poa- 
^ta  tewrtovenivntiof  tbedescendiotiortbeKingorPlan- 
^^l^  (k^  •*«  God  ■  BMefal  teception  in  the  boUg  of  Ful- 
(jh^^Mi  Md  Iwi  hope*  (o  tboae  1  bare  already  ozpreswid,  thiE 
^mtiHl  iM  hll  oa<  about  the  price.  1  know  you.  Sir.  la  be  a 
(^H«(  hAiiwiV'  "^  emanurbuiiness— und  trust  laLallEnd 

Tb*  |»r*Umiiiarics  were  brought  to  a  conclusion 


TiKotnii,*  dcBiirimx, 
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THE  PILGRIM  BROTHERS. 


CHAPTER  I. 


lU  haH  leea  the  sua  light  up  the  Bavten 
Like  pem%  in  tli'  Eutcm  skies  ;  but  he  tad  t)ia 
Brought  heulth  oi  bahn  like  tbst  OD  his  own  hill 
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Already  the  sun  stooped  low  in  his  course 
towards  the  close  of  a  bright  day  in  the  month 
of  May  (the  year  being  that  of  grace  ]2I6) 
when  two  wayfarers  emerged  from  a  large 
forest,  at  that  time  extending  for  many  miles  to 
the  south  of  Canterbury,  upon  a  rich  and  fertile 
open  country,  the  features  of  which  formed  a 
striking  contrast  with  the  woodland  scenery 
through  which  they  journeyed  during  the 
greater  part  of  the  forenoon. 
B  2 
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They  were  both  men  of  striking  and  pre- 
possessing appearance:  the  first  from  the  air 
of  dignity  that  sat  on  his  lofty  brow,  and  his 
companion  from  the  good  humour  and  frank- 
ness expressed  by  every  feature  of  his  open 
though  weather-beaten  countenance.  Both 
were  of  tall  stature,  and  their  muscular  frames, 
as  well  as  the  contour  of  their  well-knit  limbs, 
showed  men  inured  to  hardships  and  ac- 
customed to  great  bodily  exertion.  The  dress 
they  wore  was  similar,  and  would  have  im- 
pressed the  beholder  with  the  belief  that  they 
were  of  equal  rank,  for  with  each  it  consisted 
of  the  coarse  and  simple  robe  usually  worn  by 
pilgrims.  Each  bore  in  his  hand  a  stout  ashen 
staff  shod  with  iron ;  and  attached  to  the  girdle 
of  each  was  a  small  scrip  indifferently  well 
filled  with  the  means  of  recruiting  nature. 

"  Praised  be  the  saints !"  exclaimed  the 
foremost  of  the  pilgrims,  after  viewing  for  a  few 
moments  the  scene  which  had  burst  upon  his 
view,  ''  Praised  be  the  saints !  that  mine  eyes 
are  once  again  blest  with  the  prospect  of  yon 
gray  towers.  Methinks,  Morice,  I  could  even 
now  return  to  my  discourteous  victor  with  a  less 
burdened  heart ;  for,  by  mine  halidom,  the  mere 
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So  saying,  he  moved  some  paces  forward, 
and  throwing  himself  upon  the  greensward,  waa 
presently  sunk  in  contemplation  of  the  various 
objects  presented  to  his  view,  and  which  ap- 
peared to  recall  to  hia  mind  such  interesting 
associutions.  His  companion  nnderstood  the 
hint  conveyed  in  his  last  words,  and  retiring 
into  the  wood,  took  his  station  against  the  trunk 
of  a  gigantic  oak,  where  he  stood  with  folded 
arms  and  a  thoughtful  countenance,  awaiting 
his  further  summons. 

The  scene,  which  now  lay  spread  hefore  the 
pilgrim,  was  indeed  one  that  must  have  arrested 
the  attention  of  the  least  sensitive  beholder, 
and  was  calculated  to  impart  an  elevated  tone 
to  the  feelings,  even  in  a  soul  less  imbued  than 
hia  with  a  love  of  the  beautiful  and  sublime  in 
nature.  Immediately  at  his  feet  was  outspread 
a  plain  of  the  softest  verdure,  sloping  gradually 
downwards  for  several  hundred  yards  till  it  at 
length  terminated  as  the  bank  of  a  broad 
stream.  This  was  tbe  river  Stour,  which 
smoothly  flowing  on  towards  the  ocean,  swept 
majestically  through  the  vale.  To  the  right 
his  eye  wandered  over  verdant  plains  scattered 
with  the  habitations  of  racn,  and  richly  spread 
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presented  an  appearance  of  great  strength. 
From  one  angle  of  the  central  tower,  or  keep,  a 
broad  silken  banner  Hoated  dd  the  evening 
breeze;  and  as  it  displayed  abroad  the  proud 
armorial  bearings  of  Ralph  dc  Lucy,  it  seemed 
to  throw  out  a  haughty  defiance  to  each  foe  of 
its  lord,  well  warranted  by  the  massive  battle- 
ments  and  lofty  towers  that  caught  the  eye 
amid  the  thick  wood  ia  which  the  main  build- 
ing lay  im bosomed. 

The  silence  was  first  broken  by  the  pilgrim 
who  had  commanded  its  observance.  "  Blessed 
Saint  Radegund  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  sud- 
denly started  from  his  recumbent  posture,  and 
stepped  several  paces  down  the  greensward, 
"  Does  my  sight  deceive  rae  !  say,  Morice !  can 
the  figure  on  yon  tower  be  hers  ?" 

His  gaze  had  now  become  intently  fixed  upon 
B  large  lower  that  flanked  another  angle  of  the 
keep,  and  while  he  pointed  towards  it  with  a 
trembling  hand,  he  continued  speaking  in  a 
IiiiTTied  but  energetic  manner  to  the  pilgrim 
Morice. 

"  hook,  good  (ellow,  descriest  thou  two  forms 
behind  the  battlements  of  the  western  tower? 
Ha  !  now  one  of  them  advutces — 'tis  a  female ! 
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—Yes,  1  know  ber — By  Heaven's  light  I  eonld 
recognise  the  outlines  of  that  beanteooa  IbnD 
amid  a  hundred  of  ber  compeers  !  It  is — oh, 
it  is  Bertha !    That  tower  too,  it  is  the  Toy 

same  from  which  she  for  the  last  time " 

He  paused,  but  it  was  from  that  ttiHing  ten- 
sadon  which  attends  therecoUectioDofaonrDvlU 
events  long  passed,  but  recalled  by  some  prcseot 
object.  Morice,  in  tbe  mean  time,  became  airare 
of  two  human  figures  on  the  roc^  of  the  tower 
in  question :  one  was  the  slight  form  at  ft 
female,  and  the  other  the  more  bulky  per- 
son of  a  knight,  dad  in  his  garment  of  pca< 
They  were  both  pacing  rapidly  to  and  fro  \ 
hind  Uie  battlements  of  the  tower. 

"  Your  eye,  beau  Sire,  hath  notdecerred  yoa ," 
said  Alorice ;  "  'tis  the  Lady  Bertb*  de  Lacy, 
and  no  other,  or  may  I  ae\'er  again  doa  lylffwt 
or  hauberk." 

"  My  eight  is  for  once  keener  than  thine,  nr 
esquire,"  said  the  knight  (for  snch  was  lodeed 
the  rank  of  the  seeming  pilgrim). 

"  And  what  marvel,   beao  Sire?"  nid  the 
esquire ;  "  doth  not  time,  which  rurta  nrordg, 
and  soils  doublets,  also  dim  a  man's  ey«l" 
"fiat  lay,  Morice,    what  ouiy  noa  their 
a  3 
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btMtrrWd  gestures  ? — See  Bertha — her  slep  is 
nfti — her  carriage  uneasy — look  how  she  signs 
— now  aloft,  now  around — she  seems  strangely 
laoTed.  Holy  Mother  !  she  approaches  the 
battlement — now  she  stands  on  the  extreme 
verge  of  the  embrasure — her  look  is  bent  down- 
wards, e'en  from  that  dizzy  height — what  if  her 

intentimi  were^ — ^Nay,  my  blessina:  on  him 

who  bears  her  company,  he  hath  seized  her 
fragile  form — she  retires— the  skirt  of  her  gar- 
ment still  waves  over  the  battlement.  How, 
Morice,  I  sent  up  my  blessing  on  yon  fellow  ! 
but  see,  the  discourteous  dog  threatens  her — he 
holds  her  arm — now  he  unhands  her,  but  still 
makes  menacing  gestures,  his  hand  the  while 
upon  his  unknightly  sword.  The  hound  ! — 
the  foul  faitour! — how,  by  my  sire's  crest,  1 
could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  pitch  yon  fellow 
headlong  from  those  same  walls !" 

*'  You  said  but  now,  beau  Sii-e,"  interrupted 
Morice,  "  your  sight  had  for  once  outrun  mine; 
mid  raethouglit  there  was  more  truth  therein 
than  you  intended  ;  yet  now  I  liave  my  doubts. 
—  Do  you  not  recf^ise  the  Baron  of  Cliil- 
hum  ?" 

"  TniSt    tme,"    Morice,    said    the    koight, 
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timed  as  it  is  irreverent,  and  see  if  thou  canst 
not  turn  thy  sight  to  good  account.  Some  per- 
son has  just  crossed  the  stream,  and  landed 
hard  by  yon  clump  of  alders ;  now  he  hauls  the 
boat  lower  down — he  ties  it  to  that  old  willow 
at  the  turning  of  the  river.  He  is  ascending — • 
he  comes  towards  us.  Scan  well  his  form,  and, 
if  thou  canst,  say  who  lie  is,  for  doubtless  he  is 
from  the  catitle.  He  seems  but  a  slight  strip- 
ling ;  though,  by  my  faith,  his  motions  betoken 
at  once  strength  and  agihty  !'' 

"  That  will  I,  speedily,'*  said  Morice,  after 
examining  well  the  object  his  master  had 
pointed  out ;  "  'tis  no  other  tlian  my  good  and 
true  ally,  master  Julian." 

"  The  page  to  Sir  Ralph,  dost  mean  7  he 
should  by  this,  methinks,  be  bearing  his  lord's 
banner,  and  learning  to  wield  a  lance." 

"  He  is  now  about  to  be  made  an  esrguire,  so 
please  your  worship;  but  that  is  neither  here 
nor  there.  He  is  true  to  his  appointment,  Ibr 
sunset  was  the  time  agreed  upon,  and  behold 
the  sun's  last  ray  illumes  the  highest  tower  of 
the  castle." 

"  How  says't  thou  appointment,  Morice  ?"  de- 
snnded  the  knight  baatilT. 
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sneeringly  from  thy  bold  lips,  resolve  me  the 
meaning  of  thy  words — say  what  meant  they  ?" 

"  Nothing;,  Sir  Roland,"  replied  Morice, 
"  that  should  thus  draw  your  anger  upon  the 
head  of  a  faithful  servant,  who  has  ever  ac- 
counted his  own  life  worthless,  but  for  your 
sake.  And  since  my  speech  suits  not  with 
your  humour,  I  were  best  keep  my  own  counael." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  faithful  Morice/'  said  Sir 
Roland,  softened  by  the  feeling  reproach  con- 
tained in  his  follower's  words,  "  I  spoke  some- 
what hastily,  but  believe  me,  without  intention. 
A  troubled  mind,  and  an  oppressed  heart,  may 
well  plead  forgiveness  for  a  few  rough  expres- 
sions. No  more  of  it.  The  page  is  approach- 
ing. Hark,  in  thine  car,  Morice,  knows  Julian 
aught  of  my  disguise  ?" 

"  Not  a  whit,"  replied  the  honest  esquire,  as 
easily  pacified  as  his  master;  "  though,  by  my 
troth,  he  will  not  be  long  in  ignorance  !  Tis  a 
youth  of  a  marvellous  wit;  with  an  eye,  to  boot, 
like  a  soar-hawk's — but,  hist!  he  is  upon  us." 

As  Morice  ceased  speaking,  the  youth  ap- 
peared within  a  few  paces  of  them,  ascending 
the  bill  at  a  round  pace.    Ilia  figure,  though 
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dignity,  which  under  other  circumstaaces  might 
have  beea  called  condescension  towards  an 
inferior. 

"  The  benison  of  our  Lady  be  with  thee,  sir 
esquire,"  he  said,  grasping  the  proffered  hand 
of  Morice.  "  I  hold  th^e  well  encountered.— 
But,  beshrew  thee,  man,  here  are  pilgrim's  vests 
with  a  vengeance !  Methought  our  meeting  was 
to  be  private."  And  he  peered  beneath  the 
cowl  of  the  knight,  who  turned  from  him,  and 
drawing  Iiis  mantle  more  closely  around  his 
person,  retired  a  few  paces  into  the  wood." 

"  Go  to,  master  Julian,"  replied  Morice,  *'  thy 
speech  lacketh  wisdom,  in  that  it  savoureth  of 
mistrust,  at  tlie  hands  of  one  mainly  interested 
in  the  success  of  our  adventure.  Fear  not  me. 
For  yon  seeming  pilgrim,  he  is  (for  the  which 
may  Heaven  have  mercy  upon  him)  one,  like 
myself,  having  hut  small  acquaintance  with 
saints  and  reliquaries,  save  for  the  frequent  pur- 
pose of  adjuration:  neither  will  it  profit  thee, 
for  the  present,  to  dart  thy  glances  beneath  his 
garment ;  albeit,  I  may  plainly  tell  thee,  a  steel 
hauberk  is  hidden  by  his  sei^e  robe,  and  his 
ashen  staff  supports  a  knightly  arm." 

"  I  warrant  him,"  said  the  page,  laughiag. 
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Starting,  aa  though  he  suddenly  recollected 
that  he  had  spoken  unadvisedly  in  the  presence 
of  a  stranger,  the  page  answered  coldly — 
"  Traitors,  air  Pilgrim,  sith  it  pleasures  you  to 
be  so  held,  stalk  now-a-days  so  fearlessly  abroad 
that  we  may  shortly  look  to  find  true  men  don- 
ning the  robe  of  concealment  for  very  shame- 
fiicedness." 

Then,  turning  suddenly  towards  Morice,  he 
said — "  But,  by  mine  halidom, 'tis  ill  grasping 
at  confidence  too  eagerly  proffered  and  too 
wanuly  pressed." 

"  Prithee,  fair  page,"  said  Morice,  "a  truce 
with  thy  groundless  suspicions  and  thy  needless 
caution.  To  stili  thine  uneasiness,  know  once 
for  all,  that  my  brother  pilgrim  here,  is  a  sworn 
friend  to  my  dear  master,  and  waits  but  to 
know  in  what  he  may  best  serve  him,  that  he 
may  forthwith  enter  upon  the  work  in  all  good 
fellowship  with  myself  and  your  pageship." 

"  Content,"  said  Julian,  "  henceforth  he  is  one 
with  thyself,  and  now  retire  we  within  the 
shade  of  the  forest.  This  huge  oak  may  well 
serve  at  once  as  a  screen  and  a  protection  to 
our  little  council;  and  I  trow,  thicker  skulls 
than  thine  and  mine,  good  Morice — let  alone 
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espied  vs.  Then  I  trow,  «hen  I  next  appeared 
in  his  presence, 'twould  be,  'What  was  thine 
errand,  eir  page  ?'  and,  for  an  unsatisfactory 
reply,  a  short  abode  i»  the  porter's  lodge  upon 
lenten  fare;  which  same  unpalatable  fate  I  would 
willingly  avoid."  So  saying,' he  flung  himself 
vpoo  the  mossy  bank  that  eloped  around  the 
tnink  of  the  ancient  oak. 

The  two  pilgrims  hastened  to  follow  his  ex- 
•inple,  but  Julian  perceiving  that  tliey  both 
adjusted  themselves  to  play  the  part  of  lis- 
teners only,  said,  "  Nay,  Morice,  think  not  to 
pttt  upon  me  thus;  I  need  thy  tongue  before 
thine  ears.  I  must  entreat  thee  to  run  me  over 
again  the  matter  of  our  last  conversation,  and 
that,  if  it  60  please  thee,  more  at  length  than 
onr  baste  then  permitted;  for  since  Sir  Roland 
expects  me  to  round  the  same  in  my  lady's  ear, 
'tis  meet  I  con  well  beforehand  the  tale  I 
must  rehearse,  lest,  peradveiiture  my  memory 
bil  me  at  the  moment  of  need." 

"  I'll  warrant  thee  a  tongue  shall  outspeed  a 
doth-yard  shaft  in  the  flight,  fail  thy  memory 
how  it  may,"  interrupted  Morice,  impatiently. 

"  Marry,  ay,"  replied  the  page,  "  thou  wert 

t  wide  of  the  mark  there;  and  yet  I  dare 
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I*  "but  1  would  kam  the  when — the  how 
—die  wherefore." 

"  For  that  matter,"  continued  Morice,  "  the 
tale  is  soon  told:  albeit  the  order  of  thy  de- 
nt&uds  is  not  deftly  marshailed.  To  begin  with 
the  cause  (as  all  things  needs  must)  'twas  an 
afiair  of  lance  and  battle-axe,  in  which  a  dog 
of  a  Saracen  aided  by  some  score  of  slaves,  all 
anued  with  pike  and  poniard,  forced  the  good 
knight  of  Montalban  to  yield  himself  rescue  or 
no  rescue." 

"  Humph  r  ejaculated  the  page,  who  held 
that  a  racy  jest  should  never  be  lost  for  want 
of  boldness  in  utterance^"  I'll  warrant  the 
knight's  doughty  arm  was  taken  at  a  fault  while 
his  wits  were  wtwl-gathering  afar  off;  what 
marvel  an  they  were  among  these  bowers,  and 
halls,  and  secluded  groves  of  Chilhaui?" 

At  this  observation,  the  knight,  who  had 
hitherto  maintained  a  profound  silence,  started 
from  his  recumbent  posture,  and  exclaimed  with 
some  heat,  "  Peace,  sir  malapert,  "lis  well  the 
knight  of  Montalban  hears  thee  not,  or  thou 
raightet  chance  upon  a  sound  cudgclhng  for 
thine  insolence." 

"  By  my  fsith !    sir  atranger,   or,  an   it   bo 
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kis  useless  carcass.  By  the  boaes  of  King 
Richard,  I  hold  that  man  little  else  thao  a 
madman,  who  having  once  his  necli  withdrawn 
in  safety  from  the  headsman's  block,  wittingly 
thrLists  it  forth  again  to  try  the  mercy  of  mine 
honest  flourisher  of  cold  steel !" 

"  Thine  adjuration,"  said  the  disguised  Ro- 
land, "  savours  not  of  thy  wonted  wit,  master 
page ;  inasmuch  as  the  scrupulous  faith  of  the 
lion-heai'tcd  king,  even  towards  the  infidels,  is 
matter  of  common  report.  Oath  never  brake 
he,  and  rather  would  he,  with  hia  own  good 
axe,  have  stricken  off  his  own  right  arm  than 
have  swerved  a  hair's  breadth  from  his  royal 
word." 

"  In  sooth,  thou  speakcst  well,  Pilgrim," 
leplied  the  youth.  "  1  did  but  jest,  and  I  bear 
thee  no  ill-will  for  thy  reproof.  And  now,  Mo- 
rice,  tell  me  in  a  word  when  touched  thy  master 
bis  native  shores?" 

"  But  two  days  since,"  answered  Morice, 
••  uid  frtmi  the  mishaps  that  have  befallen  us 
by  sen  and  land,  he  will  barely  have  time  to 
ntber  up  his  ransom,  and  present  himself  before 
I  Ilii  Samccn  victor  within  the  appointed  day." 

*'And  f°*  ^  furthenince  of  this  object," 
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rfcrtunea  of  the  King,  that  were  the  news  of  his 
sniyal  once  bruited  abroad,  not  the  most  solemn 
-vows — not  any  consideration  of  honour  or  faith 
could  procure  liis  retuni  to  the  Holy  Land." 

"Thou  speakest  well,"  said  Julian;  "  for 'tis 
iwell  known,  that  our  master.  King  John-^whom 
God  preserve  ! — is  not  troubled  with  many  scru- 
ples of  conscience,  when  bia  own  particular  in- 
terest is  concerned,  and  stands  not  on  the  means 
whereby  he  proposes  to  attain  his  ends." 

"  I  perceive  you  take  me,  Sir  Page,"  said  Mo- 
irice.  "  By  the  holy  rood,  Dover  hath  many  a 
deep  dungeon,  through  whose  walls  the  strongest 
lungs  might  bellow  shouts  for  rescue,  and  be  no 
jtnore  heard  than  the  jingle  of  a  jester's  bauble 
amid  the  braying  of  an  hundred  war  trumpete  ! 
JIave  I  not  given  you  to  understand  the  cause  of 
our  fear  now?" 

During  this  last  observation,  Julian's  eye  had 
been  fixed  upon  the  speaker  with  a  vacant  gaze, 
and  without  replying  to  it,  he  said,  "  Monce,  I 
believe  thou  tovest  thy  muster :  thou  wilt  -grieve 
to  hear  that  events  have  passed  within  yon  walls, 
since  oar  last  meeting,  which  will,  if  I  judge 
&rigbt,o'ercloud  strangely  the  star  of  his  fortunes." 

"  TftieJKw^  flbBted  ae  Juhaoapoke  thus,  and 
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mended  themselves  in  death  to  God's  mercy,  and 
others  yielded  up  their  soula  with  name  of  lady 
bright  upon  their  lips.  Then,  as  suddenly  be- 
tliinking  him  of  matters  that  had  wellnigh  passed 
from  his  mind  in  his  spirit-stirring  narrative,  he, 
with  upraised  finger  and  contracted  brow,  hinted 
obscurely  tliat  he  was  the  bearer  of  important 
and  interesting  news  for  the  Lord  of  Chilham'a 
ear.  Upon  this  he  wag  admitted  to  my  lord's 
presence.  I  followed — inwardly  moved,  doubt- 
less, by  my  patron  Saint  Julian— praises  be  to 
him  !  and,  unpcrceived,  I  entered  the  antecham- 
ber. There,  a  crevice  in  the  open  door  favoured 
my  hearing,  and  for  once  a  blessing  hath  been 
upon  the  act  of  an  eavesdropper,  I  listened — 
and,  gracious  Heaven !  that  I  should  hear  from 

Trist —  ! But  I  will  be  calm,  for  time  presses. 

The  conference  to  wliich  I  had  now  become 
privy,  was  long — very  long:  (well  might  it  be 
so)  and  hardly  could  I  refrain,  page  though  I 
was,  and  but  as  a  trembling  reed  before  the  giant 
oak,  from  bursting  in  upon  the  instant,  tliat  I 
might  cram  the  villain's  lying  words  down  hii 
craven  throat.  But  prudence  prevailed  over  my 
mad  thought,  and  I  constrained  myself  to  listen 
OD,  ay,  till  the  blood  crept  coldly  through  my 
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friend,  Sir  Knight;  and,  believe  me,  though  I 
have  spoken  jestingly  of  your  name,  I  love  you 
well,  as  well  for  your  many  noble  qualities  as  for 
the  sake  of  those  I  am  boimd  to  serve.  Now 
then,  I  am  about  to  open  your  eyes,  by  unmask- 
ing a  traitor  of  the  deepest  die :  I  will  show  you 
tfiat  one  who  seems  your  dearest  friend,  and 
most  eager  to  build  up  your  fortunes,  is  in  his 
heart  your  deadliest  foe,  and  works  in  secret  to 
undermine  them — nay.  Las  so  far  succeeded, 
Itiat  already  they  begin  to  totter  where  least  you 
expect  it."  And  he  pointed  as  bespoke  towards 
the  castle  now  growing  indistinct  amid  tlie  shades 
of  evening. 

The  Knight  of  Montalban  had  already  com- 
menced some  expression  of  his  astonishment, 
and  was  about  to  demand  an  immediate  explana- 
tion of  these  mysterious  words,  when  he  beheld 
the  Page  start  backwards  with  a  shuddering 
motion,  while  his  gaze  became  imraoveably 
rooted  upon  a  small  open  space,  through  which 
a  path  led  into  the  gloomiest  recesses  of  the 
forest.  He  spoke  not  for  many  moments,  but 
Stood  like  one  before  whom  some  appalling  vision 
it  passing  tlial  rivets  his  every  sense  and  faculty. 
FreBeutly  be  raised  both  hands  above  his  eyea. 
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Nor  was  it  till  they  had  lost  sight  of  his  form  in 
the  deep  gloom  of  the  forest,  and  the  sound  of 
the  retiring  steps  had  entirely  died  away,  that 
Moriee  ventured  to  say,  "  By  my  squirehood, 
here  are  mysteries  would  puzzle  a  witch !  Prithee, 
good  Julian,  expound  me  them — I  read  them 
not  with  my  thick  intellect." 

"  Now  may  Heaven's  blight  fall  upon  all 
traitors,  and  chiefly  upon  Tristan  de  Vertain  !" 
exclaimed  Julian  apart,  as  though  he  had  not 
heard  the  question  of  Moriee. 

"  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain!"  exclaimed  the 
esquire  in  great  surprise;  "  he  is  my  master's 
true  and  faithful  broth«r  in  arms;  albeit,  'tis 
now  many  months  since  they  met.  By  mine 
halidom,  Sir  Roland  loves  that  same  de  Vertain 
as  never  man  loved  man  !  and  in  sooth,  a  better 
knight  (always  excepting  my  master)  never  laid 
lance  in  rest.  But  pritlieo,  Julian,  what  of  Sir 
Tristan  in  the  same  breath  with  yon  pilgrim, 
who  I  warrant  has  played  spy  upon  the  greater 
part  of  our  conference," 

"  Ay,"  added  Julian,  "  spy  in  very  truth,  as 
thy  master  shall  speedily  leani  to  his  cost.  Tia 
timp,  Moriee,  thine  eyes  were  opened  to  the  dan- 
gers which  Uneaten  the  good  knight  of  Montal- 
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claimed  a  traitor,  and  a  warrant  issued  to  appre- 
hend bim  in  the  King's  name," 

"  How !  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban  a  traitor  !'* 
exclaimed  Morice  witli  a  flashing  eye,  "  Now 
by  ail  I  hold  most  sacred  I  could  strike  thee  for 
that  word,  despite  thy  gentle  blood,  and  thy 
Itnown  good  will  towards  him  !" 

"  Nay,  handle  not  thy  blade  Sir  Esquire,"  said 
the  youth,  smiling,  "  I  shall  quickly  find  thee 
other  occupation  than  to  draw  upon  thine  own 
friends.  For  the  present  rest  content,  and  be 
assured  I  will  tell  thee  all  I  know." 

They  had  by  this  lime  descended  the  green- 
sward, and  now  stood  upon  the  river's  bank,  in- 
tending to  cross  it  by  means  of  the  small  boat 
which  served  the  inmates  of  the  castle  as  a 
ferry.  But  when  they  reached  the  old  willow 
to  which  the  boat  was  usually  attaclied,  they 
were  at  once  astonished  and  alarmed  to  find 
that  instead  of  being  at  the  mooring-place  it  was 
lying  on  the  opposite  bank,  although  no  person 
was  in  view  likely  to  have  made  use  of  it. 

"  By  the  rood,  some  one  has  crossed  from  thia 
side  since  I  faBt«ncd  the  boat  to  the  willow  i" 
exclaimed  the  page. 
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thou.  Sir  P(^e,  art  master  for  the  time.and  must 
needs  lead  on  the  course  thou  wouldat  have  rae 
follow." 

"  Many  then  good  fellow,"  replied  the  Page, 
"  I  am  for  neither.  To  the  first  proposal  I  say 
nay,  since  I  would  fain  avoid  the  gaze  of  a  long 
line  of  archers,  who  would  incontinent  be  mar- 
shalled forth  to  greet  our  entry.  To  the  second, 
nay,  seeing  it  is  not  my  wont  to  soil  needlessly 
so  fair  a  hunting  suit  as  that  I  wear  to-day." 

"  Out  upon  thee.  Sir  Page,''  said  Morice,  "  for 
a  merry  knave  who  loves  an  unsound  jest  better 
than  a  sound  skin:  but  for  once  thy  jest  is 
spoken  at  a  disadvantage. 

"  Tut,  man,"  said  Julian,  "  I  thought  thou 
hadst  a  turn  for  a  quip.  But  I  fear  thou  rt  one 
who  lacking  wit  thyself  dost  affect  to  hold  in 
small  account  those  who  have  it.  Enough,  how- 
ever, of  this — follow  me,  without  further  ques- 
tion, and  I  will  show  thee  a  point  whence  thou 
mayst  cross  to  the  opposite  bank,  retaining 
about  thee  as  little  water  as  a  monk  doth  Latiu 
after  mass," 

So  saying,  he  led  the  way  to  a  ford  some  paces 
higher  up  the  stream,  wliere  the  bed  afforded  a 
firm  and  comparatively  dry  footing  both  for  men 
and  hones. 
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who  could  assume,  as  was  required,  a  proud 
dignity  amounting  almost  to  stenmess,  or  that 
refinement  of  policy  in  which  is  more  particu- 
larly displayed  the  power  of  intellect  over  brute 
force. 

It  is  not  then  aurpriaing,  that  the  horrors  of 
civil  war  should  have  (alien  upon  the  country 
under  tlic  government  of  a  monarch  whose  per- 
fidy and  meanneBS  were  no  less  proverbial  than 
bis  cruelty  and  tyraimy,  and  who,  were  it  at  any 
period  his  lot  to  attach  frieudB  to  his  interests, 
was  ever  hunied  into  llie  commission  of  some 
act  of  profligacy  and  deceit  which  s]>eedily  es- 
tranged them  from  the  cause  of  so  fickle  and 
unworthy  a  master. 

The  artful  dissimulation  with  which  he  had 
disguised  iiis  purposes  iii  so  easy  a  submission  to 
the  demands  of  his  barons  at  Runnymead,  by 
which  act  he  had  in  fact  signed  away  a  lai^ 
portion  of  the  royal  prerogative,  scarce  lasted 
him  beyond  the  time  appointed  for  the  esecu- 
tion  of  the  articles  contained  in  the  great  char- 
ter ;  and  tlic  dismay  of  tlie  nobles  may  be  ima- 
gined when  at  length,  under  the  protection  of 
the  holy  see,  he  grasped  tlie  opportunity  of 
throwing  atude  the  maek  behind  which  he  bad 
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ilti»  ahaost  questimiable  whether  Ihey  would  not 
Iwt*  acled  more  wisely  in  suffering  the  total  loss 
at  tbeir  liberties  by  a  voluntary  abrogation  of 
ihe  magna  charla.  So  great  was  the  fear 
which  prevailed  among  them,  that,  blind  to  the 
probably  fatal  consequences  of  the  measure, 
tlK-y  sent  proposals  to  Philip  of  France,  ofieiing 
to  crown  bin  son  Lewis  king  of  England,  and 
to  swear  allegiance  to  him  upon  condition  of  his 
•Misting  them  with  a  large  force  for  the  purpose 
vf  <>x[>ening  their  legitimate  but  unnatural  mo- 
nurcli.  So  fair  an  opportunity  of  extending  his 
dominions  was  not  disregarded  by  the  ambitious 
Philip.  He  eagerly  signed  the  treaty,  and  forth- 
with de*iratchcd  to  England  the  Castellan  of 
S(.  leer's,  Euntiicc  de  Nevile,  and  many  other 
fiotthw,  nocompunied  by  a  large  body  of  knights 
MiA  n«m^*^»w  Imnda  of  mercenaries.  These 
wnr  lit  l))ii  time  encamped  in  difl'erent  stations 
tANKg  <hf>  KtintiHli  coiMt,  awaiting  the  arrival  of 
4>M>  tVw(4>iti,  an  cvwil  daily  exj>ected. 

\^  wml  (•«  Iwriui  in  inind,  that  at  the  {leriod 
y<MtV<n,v<t  I'y  our  lalo,  the  purest  age  of  chivalry 
I,  |\*w,-^l  KHny.     We  might  now  look  in  vain 

D  «K  wucvro  ihough  misdirected  piety,  lor  the 
UMA  gnllttiitfy,  for  the  unspotted  faith 
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tbe  various  ties  included  in  the  spirit  of  the  tow. 
In  that  spirit  was  supposed  a  communion  of 
thought  and  feehng,  a  concentrated  intensity  of 
afiection,  of  which  no  idea  can  he  formed  at  the 
present  day.  The  broth«re  in  arms  professed  all 
things,  both  good  and  evil,  in  common;  their 
most  secret  thoughts  were  open  to  each  other, 
as  their  vow  obhged  them  mutually  to  make 
known  every  hope  and  fear,  every  joy  and  every 
care.  Together  they  went  forth  to  battle,  and 
the  spoils  alike  with  the  losses  of  war  were 
shared  between  them.  Lastly,  to  impeach  the 
honour  of  one,  was  to  call  forth  the  anger  and 
rerenge  of  both. 

Into  these  tows  had  the  good  knight  Sir  Ro. 
land  of  Montalban,  who  was  introduced  to  the 
reader  in  the  disguise  of  a  pilgrim,  entered  with 
another  knight  of  Norman  eirtraction,  by  name 
Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain ;  and  never  could  tJiere 
liave  existed  two  meu  of  whom  one  was  more 
formed  to  become  the  dupe  of  the  other ;  for, 
whereas  de  Montalban  was  generous,  confiding, 
unsuspicious,  and  withal  of  so  noble  a  nature 
himself,  that  he  could  not  imagine  the  exittcnce 
of  contrary  feelings  in  fmy  other  man,  his  bro- 
tAor  m  aims  was  ba^e-minded,  cold,  and  crany. 
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Iha  a  teneowiEr  with  t^ML 

Together  lad  BobBdof  3I«l>ibtt  ud  Tm- 
UD  de  VcTtMi  e««  firadf  adbend  to  die  aine 
of  King  John,  thekloydtr  etndingtbetertcf  tlw 

by  bi«  ro^al  master  whtcii  excital  mncli  envy 
aodjeaienay  amaag  those  wboae  nak  and  power 
gave  tfaeta  a  greater  chuin  to  tlie  kii^'^  notice. 
But  of  tlus  more  anoa. 

Many   were  the  bard^ooght  fields,  both  at 
borne  and  abroad,  in   which  they   liad   borne 
down  all  who  encountered  their  tried  lances,  and 
chained  Fide  by  side  through  the  thickest  of  the. 
fight,  raising  aloft  their  two  well-known  banners 
as  a  rallying-point  to  the  brave,  and  rousing  llie 
biot-heaitedto  action  by  their in&piriiig  battle- 
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cries.  Seldom  was  it  that  they  failed  of  appear- 
ing among  the  knights  challcngera  at  a  passage 
of  arms  ;  and  in  the  melie  of  a  tournament  happy 
was  it  for  that  party  which  could  number  in  its 
ranks  the  two  valiant  brothers  de  Montalban  and 
de  Vertain. 

Little  suspecting  how  subtle  and  venomous  a 
serpent  he  was  cherishLng  in  the  bosom  of  frater- 
ml  alliance,  Roland  had  hitherto  sufTered  his 
warm  and  generous  feelings  to  flow  in  the  full 
torrent  of  boundless  affection  towards  his  com- 
panion in  arms.  Since  the  vow  obliged  him  to 
lay  before  de  Vertain  the  dearest  secrets  of  his 
heart,  that  knight  was  well  aware  of  the  love 
that  mutually  existed  between  him  and  the  Lady 
Bertha  de  Lucy,  Tristan  de  Vertain  too  had 
Been  the  peerless  daughter  of  the  Lord  of  Chil- 
ham ;  his  close  connexion  with  Roland,  and  the 
great  affection  he  was  supposed  to  bear  him, 
ha\-ing  obtained  him  a  constant  admittance  at 
the  castle.  Secretly  he  marked  the  daily  in- 
oeasing  love  of  his  noble-hearted  brother  in  arms 
fcr  the  beautiful  Bertha,  and  seemed  to  look 
upon  it  with  an  indifferent  eye:  but  jealousy 
I  was  rankling  deep  in  his  bosom,  for  he  also 
i  bad  detennined  in  his  own  mind  to  become  a 


THE  PILCIIIM    QROTIIESS.  45 

suitor  for  the  hand  of  the  heiress  of  Chilbam. 
HeDce  every  soft  look,  every  smile,  and  every 
approving  glance  bestowed  by  Bertha  upon  the 
gallant  and  handsome  knight  who  had  won  her 
young  heart  sent  an  envenomed  ^baft  to  the  soul 
of  SirTriBtan,  which  caused  a  yet  deadber  hatred 
to  spring  up  there  against  tiie  unsuspecting  ob- 
ject of  his  jealousy. 

Yet  let  none  suppose  that  the  feebng  with 
which  the  base  knight  regarded  the  Lady  Bertha 
was  love.  His  bosom  was  not  capable  of  harbour- 
ing so  noble,  so  hallowed  a  passion :  indeed,  he 
attempted  not  even  to  persuade  himself  that  be 
loved  her.  But  he  knew  that  she  was  sote 
heiress  to  the  estates  of  her  father ;  and  bis  am- 
bition and  rapacity  pointed  her  out  as  the  means 
of  raising  himself  to  a  pitch  of  wealth  and  im- 
portance that  should  atUact  the  wonder  and  the 
envy  of  all  men. 

But  one  powerful  obstacle  stood  in  his  way, 
even  placing  out  of  the  question  the  ardour  with 
which  Bertha  met  his  rival's  love.  It  wa»  not 
that  any  stings  of  conscience  caused  him  to 
swerve  from  his  dark  purpose.  With  Tristan  de 
Vertain,  to  break  through  the  oaths  he  had  made 
before  the  altar  of  God  was  a  trifling  ccoisidera- 
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tioii.  The  grand  bar  to  his  success  was  the 
favour  with  which  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  regarded 
the  suit  or  Roland,  and  the  high  estimation  in 
which  he  held  the  character  of  that  knight. 
Here,  indeed.  Sir  Tristan  foresaw  the  greatest 
difficulties;  but  he  was  one  not  easily  turned 
from  his  object,  and  he  resolved  at  all  hamids 
to  strike  oue  blow  for  the  Lady  Bertha  and  the 
-  goodly  manors  of  Chilham.  Open  measures, 
.he  foresaw,  would  be  of  no  avail :  he  determined, 
accordingly,  to  carry  on  his  work  darkly,  and  1^ 
such  insidious  means,  that  his  object  should  not 
be  discovered  till  he  held  it  within  bis  grasp,  and 
feared  not  to  proclaim  it  openly.  He  was  aware 
of  one  only  weak  point  in  the  character  of  the 
noble-minded  Baron  of  Chilham.  His  violent 
and  immoveable  adherence  through  good  and 
evil  to  the  party  of  King  John.  This  was  an 
amiable  weakness ;  but  the  evil  quackaolvor 
will  extract  poison  from  the  most  wholesome 
herbs,  and  from  tliis  apparently  hopeless  ban- 
ning did  he  propose  to  attain  an  end  that  was  set 
round  with  difhcultiea. 

In  consequence  of  a  vow  made  to  that  intent, 
our  two  brothers  in  arms  were  among  the  few 
Engliah  kujghts  who  joined  the  tUth  ciiiwde : 
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and  graceful    form,    be    ventured    unreproved 

to But  we  suffer  ourselves  to  be  hurried 

away  by  our  inspiring  theme.  Return  we  to  the 
castle,  where,  in  a  lofty  apartment,  whose  walls 
were  ecantly  illuminated  by  waxen  tapers,  was 
seated  the  Lord  of  Chilham,  engaged  in  close  and 
apparently  interesting  discourse  with  Sir  Tristan 
de  Vertain,  the  Knight  of  whom  mention  has 
been  made  in  terms  not  the  most  favourable. 

Thdr  conversation  was  at  first  upon  general 
subjects,  and  at  length  it  turned  upon  Palestine 
and  the  probable  issue  of  the  fitlh  crusade. 
From  that  the  transition  was  easy  and  natural  to 
those  knights  who  were  about  to  join  the  stand- 
ard of  the  cross ;  and  it  was  after  enumerating 
some  of  these,  and  among  them  Sir  Iloland  of 
Alontalban,  that  de  Vertaiu  paused  suddenly  in 
his  discourse,  and  rising  from  his  seat  near  the 
baron,  b^an  to  pace  the  apartment  with  troubled 
steps.  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  was  struck  by  the 
angularity  of  his  action,  and  was  on  the  ix>int  of 
demanding  an  explanation,  when  the  Knight  re- 
turned to  his  seat,  and  iii  a  solemn  and  impressive 
vuice  thus  addressed  him :  "  Alas  !  noble  de 
I  lucy,  the  time  is  now  come  when  1  must  say 
I  that  which  will  doubtless  afflict  you  to  hear  as 
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Works  the  demon  jealousy  in  your  soul  ? — Nay, 
then,  I  pray  you  a  truce  with  accusation.  Truth 
comes  Beldom  undefiled  from  sucli  a  quarter," 

Id  great  trepidation  de  Vertaia  attempted  to 
assuage  the  rising  wrath  oj'  Sir  Ralpli,  but  the 
.latter  would  not  be  interrupted,  and  starting 
from  his  i^eat,  he  struck  upon  the  oaken  table 
till  the  hall  rang  again,  while  he  exclaimed. 
"  Peace  with  thy  paltry  shifts,  Sir  Knight.  By 
the  Boul  of  my  sire — thuu  hadst  better  rush  un- 
heeded into  a  lion's  den  than  speak  lightly  of 
one  whose  name  is  uptm  the  lips  of  all  men  in 
.conjunction  with  that  of  my  daughter! — unless, 
indeed,  thou  canst  show  good  cause  for  thy  hard 
terms.  But,  Tristan,  in  vain  thou  seekest  to  put 
upon  me — old  though  1  be,  nnd  haply  in  thine 
estimation  somewhat  doting — no,  no.  Sir  Kni^it, 
1  know  the  man  we  speak  of." 

Tristan  felt  considerably  abashed,  and  tuB 
blanclied  check  and  quivering  lip  evinced  at 
ODce  hatred  of  his  rival,  and  anger  against  the 
BartHi,  who  refused  to  credit  the  aspersions  be 
sought  to  ca^t  upon  the  fame  of  that  rival ;  bat 
smothering  his  feeling,  he  rephed,  "  Nay,  good 
tny  I^ntl  of  Chilham,  you  are  prompt  to  disconr 
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speak  o£  He  i&-  start  not  to  hear  the  wtHd — a 
traitor!  Ha!  you  Bhrink  from  the  dreadful 
truth;  but  mark  me.  Sir  Ralph — I  ti-U  this  of 
the  man  who  is  dearer  to  me,  and  whom  but  ftw 
this  sad,  sad  falling  away,  I  should  still  esteem 
iDore  worthy  of  my  love,  than  aught  on  earth. 
Oh,  too  truly  said  I  traitor — traitor  to  his  kii^." 

Cahnly,  and  with  apparently  uutroubled  mien, 
had  the  Barou  heard  hint  until  he  pronounced 
these  last  words,  which  were  slowly  drawn  out, 
and  emphatically  dwelt  upon,  as  though  on  each 
of  them  individually  depended  the  success  of  the 
speaker's  dark  schemes.  And  even  then  be 
started  but  slightly,  and  scarcely  showed  by  any 
outward  agitation  that  he  was  inwardly  moved : 
he  only  pressed  one  hand  to  his  knit  brow,  and 
with  the  other  grasping  nervously  the  arm  of  de 
Vertain,  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Look  you, 
briug  proofs,  Sir  Knight."  He  then  rose  and  left 
the  apartment  abruptly. 

"  That  shall  I  not  fail  to  do,"  said  de  Vertain, 
tloud  to  himself,  "  Oh,  fool  and  doturd — as  he 
well  said,  who  though  he  thinks  the  accuser  false, 
fiufiers  the  breath  of  his  mouth  to  tamisli  a  repu- 
tiUion  hitherto  unsullied.     Thus  have  I  gained  a 
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malcontent  b&ronii;  affijfed  to  a  list  of  the  grier- 
ances  for  '.vhich  they  sought  redress ;  and  among 
them  that  of  Sir  Holand  of  Montalban.  Nor 
did  he  err  in  supposing  that  he  had  thus  armed 
hiiQEelf  with  a.  terrible  weapon  against  the  de- 
fencelees  object  of  his  rancour :  here  was,  in- 
deed, a  proof  agamst  which  the  Baron  could 
not  shut  his  eyes:  suspicion  gradually  ga.ve 
way  to  conviction  as  he  perused  the  fatal  scroll, 
and  it  was  witli  a  heavy  heart  that  he  presented 
to  hifi  daughter  the  testimony  of  her  lover's  dia^ 
loyalty. 

But  sui^picion  finds  a  surer  harbour  in  the 
breasts  uf  the  old  than  of  the  young.  CautitHL 
is  tiie  fruit  of  experience  and  intercourse  with 
mankind  ;  and  in  the  enthusiasm  of  youth  we  are 
Beldom  willing  to  school  our  actions  according 
to  the  cold  calculating  dictates  wliich  in  age 
become  the  hidden  springs  of  our  actions.  The 
Lady  Bertha,  after  casting  her  eye  over  the  roll 
of  noble  and  knightly  names,  returned  it  to  her 
&ther,  smiling  incredulously,  and  declaring  that 
ehe  considered  the  whole  as  a  base  forgery,  which 
diould  not  induce  her  for  a  single  moment  \o 
diange  her  opinion  of  Roland.  She  added  that 
his  absence  and  consequent  incapacity  to  reply 
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to  the  charge  was  an  additicMfal  rea«)i]  fur  rev 
lufiing  to  believe  him  guilty  mtliout  further 
proof. 

But  Tristan  de  Vertain  rested  not  here :  his 
emissaries  were  numerous,  and  he  caused  tiiniilar 
frauds  to  be  frequently  repeated ;  by  which 
means  the  haron  was  furnished  with  what  he 
unhappily  deemed  ample  proofs  against  the 
Knight  of  Montalban.  These  he  placed  in  his 
daughter's  hands  as  often  as  he  received  them ; 
and  usually,  after  making  his  own  comments  upon 
them,  nithont  affording  her  much  tinie  f'>r  a 
reply,  he  would  attempt  to  convince  her  of  the 
unwortluneGS  of  Roland,  while  he  ceased  not  to 
declare  that  his  consent  should  never  sanction 
her  union  vrith  a  knight  who  had  basely  deserted 
the  cause  of  his  king. 

Still  did  Bertha,  the  fond,  the  faithful  Bertha, 
remain  hrm  ;  and  she  as  often  assured  her  father 
that  no  written  document,  no  vague  report  should 
shake  her  conviction  of  Roland's  innocence ; 
and  that  she  would  never  believe  him  disloyal 
until  she  heard  it  from  his  own  lips.  Then  at 
times  would  the  old  Baron,  melted  in  spite  of 
himself,  shake  his  full  gray  locks,  and  while  a 
tear  stole  down  bis  furrowed  cheek,  would  ex- 


F 


56 


THE  PILGRIM  BROTHERS. 


,;j^,  "  Alack  !  what  a  thing  ia  woman's  love ; 
how  deep — how  iiDchanging  :  still  fixed  upon 
its  object  through  good  and  evil  report.  A 
blight  star  gliramering  fortli  tJirough  the  storms 
of  man's  adversity,  whose  hght  ia  nntjuenched 
by  the  darkest  clouds !  Oh  !  would  that  I  too 
might  hope  like  thee,  sweet,  my  Bertha!  But 
QO :  the  dream  of  my  uffection  towards  the  traitor 
liath  passed  away ;  I  am  awakened  to  a  know- 
ledge of  his  infimiy.  I  must  tear  him  from  my 
heart — and  Bertha,  so  too  must  thou.  With 
none  such  shall  the  heiress  of  the  loyal  house  of 
Chilham  ever  wed." 

In  consequence  of  such  interviews  between 
tlte  Baron  and  his  daughter,  the  time,  during 
which  the  bixilhers  in  arms  were  absent  in  Pa- 
lestine, jiassed  sorrowfully  and  slowly  to  the  in- 
IQtteBofChilham.  By  degrees  indeed  thefeeliuga 
of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  became  softened  towards 
Holwid,  but  still  he  was  oppressed  by  melancholy 
f()tebodings,  and  it  was  his  fixed  determination 
Xttwr  mure  to  admit  that  Knight  to  a  familiar  iu- 
leiMUt>e  with  Bertha,  unless  he  should  be 
■Mf>  ti'  '''^  most  satisfactory  maimer,  to  refute 
tli«  ctwiV*  """*"'  agaiitst  him. 

()Bf:C<>^'"'"^^''^^  indeed  Uure  uasthat  threw 
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a  shadow  of  snspk-ion  upon  Uolaud,  even  in  the 
csttmation  of  Bertlia.  She  liad  not  once  heard 
from  him  since  his  departure ;  and  she  could  not 
but  feel  hurt  at  receiving  no  single  token  from  one 
who  had  made  so  many  vows  of  everlasting  fide- 
lity— no  single  assurance  even  that  he  was  living, 
and  that  his  thoughts  somelinien  wandered  to 
Chilham.  Moreover,  the  uncertain  nimoura 
which  had  reached  England  from  Palestine,  were 
fer  from  favourable  to  ber  hopes  of  his  early  re- 
turn. No  opportunitie3  had  been  afforded  the 
Christian  warriors  of  gathering  renown  by  any 
great  feats  of  arms,  owing  to  tlie  inactivity  of 
the  crusaders  and  the  feeble  counsels  which  di- 
rected their  movements.  On  this  account,  the 
event  of  Sir  Roland's  appearance  in  England  to 
contradict  the  foul  a.spcniions  cast  upon  his 
name,  had  been  up  to  the  pi-esent  time  wholly 
unlocked  for. 

Such  was  the  situation  of  alfairs  at  Chilham, 
when,  in  consequence  of  circumstances  above  de- 
tailed by  Morice,  the  faithfiil  follower  of  Sir 
Roland,  that  Knight  suddenly  returaed  to  the 
land  of  his  fathers  that  he  might  gather  up  the 
sum  requited  for  his  ransom. 

As  for  the  reasons  which  induced  the  Knight 
d3 
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of  Montalban  to  diegnise  liia  penac,  they  alie, 
if  we  remember  aright,  have  been  made  luunm. 
by  the  communicatiTe  Morice.  It  were  conae- 
quently  a  work  of  8uperart^;atioD  to  delay  the 
course  of  our  nairatire  for  the  porpoae  of  coo- 
fifininr  matters  so  Bwthftnf''*"^ W  ffpohfliL 


I 


CHAPTER   III. 


>  well  be  migfit) 
sapper  liial  ni^ht. 


Julian  and  Mohce  having  forded  the  stream, 
and  reached  the  opposite  bank  with  as  little  in- 
convenience as  possible  (we  avoid  any  recar- 
rence  to  the  ungodly  jest  of  the  former),  struck 
into  a  footpath  which  wound  up  the  bill  through 
the  thick  wood  towards  the  castle. 

The  necessary  watchword  being  given,  the 
drawbridge  was  lowered,  the  portcullis  raised, 
and  they  passed  through  the  barbacan  into  tlie 
outer  court  or  bayle.  Here  the  Page  stopped, 
and  drew  forth  a  key,  observing  to  his  compa- 
nion that,  as  it  was  not  fitting  their  arrival 
should  be  made  known,  they  must  pass  the  se- 
cond wall  by  means  of  a  private  door.     He  then 
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i^l^nlinl  his  key  to  what  would  have  appeared,  to 
tVr  eves  of  a  casual  observer,  the  snialk-st  pos- 
sible chink  in  the  solid  wall,  but  tliey  were 
tij>redily  admitted  to  the  other  side  by  an  iron 
door  so  artfully  constructed  as  to  bear  an  exact 
lescmblance  to  the  masonry  of  the  stone  wall. 
Having  crossed  the  inner  bayle,  a  door  of  similar 
fiishion  was  opened  by  the  same  key,  antl  they 
found  themselves  in  a  dark  corridor  of  the  keep. 

After  ihreadino;  the  mazes  of  several  long  gal- 
leries, and  nscejiding  many  narrow  and  winding 
flights  of  stairs,  they  paused  before  a  wide  and 
lofty  door  smmounted  by  rich  Oothic  carving. 
From  the  apartment  into  which  it  opened,  issued 
a  confused  noise  as  of  many  voices  in  lo\id  con- 
versation and  boisterous  merriment.  "  The  old 
vaulted  roof  rings  as  loudly  and  as  merrily  as 
ever,  good  fellow,"  whispered  Julian  to  the  Es- 
quire. 

"  In  sootli  I  cannot  call  to  mind  the  time  wlien 
'twas  otherwise,"  replied  Morice,  in  the  same 
low  voice. 

"  And  yet,"  replied  the  Page,  "  its  lord  bears 
ikX  6U  liglil  us  whenyou  last  belicid  him;  but 
"lib  all  one  with  these  revellers.  By  my  troth, 
Uk  knaves  are  noisy  in  their  cups ;  'tis  a  right 
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soTP  token  Sir  Ralph   faodb  i 


pnTjicy. 


Illmunitf  B 


goblet  till  Master  EnuU,  ife  4 
mcotbem  to  coac^ortD  tfcca 

"  All  wUdi  t 
from  the  present,  mt  nar  reekaa  ^^a  i«  < 

private  cootci^e— aid  I  nat  vcO.  Sr  Pav^ 

"  Ri^  Morice.  Xow  tk 
It,"  refrfied  Jabvi,  u  he  I 
pBiBOD  towmnls  a  ^^  ^  tftf*  «•■%; 
one  of  the  toven  tbt  bafcdl  cwk  Hgl 
the  keep.  AicraJng  tb^  Ac;  m^  aai 
a  entail  apaztnMitt  wbcfc  «aik  1^  ikr  mh 
" Evelinas bovcr," oa  acco^ of  aamt  Iq 

handed  dowB  fioa  the  oldcB  dac^  tkoagli  il 

now  made  use  of  M  a  iih*|M«e  afaitaal  6 

wanlers  in  titun  of  e: 


Julian  enteredt  and  hafki^  ibavB  tk  boib 

to  prereat  any  nlriHim,  be 

thai  he  should  seat  hiiaiflf  wfim  t 

settle.     Morioe  obeyed  tite  npal 

sitatinglT,  and  wttli  a  anoBg  ami 

fair  Sir,  BBorre)  Dot  dat  1  atrmfie 

this  ra[Md  fashion,  far  be  it  known  to  jran  I 

broken  my  &st    bot   once  to  the  hat  t 

boon,  and " 


fit?  Tna  pilghim  qrotrers. 

"  Yet  thy  scrip  was  not  so  ecantily  furnished, 
friend,"  interrupted  Julian  somewhat  impati- 
ently. 

"  Nay,  good  Page,"  replied  Morice,  "  my  fare 
and  that  of  my  dear  master  was  neittier  abund- 
ant nor  luxurious ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  nature 
is  now  craving  within  me,  and  as  our  consulta- 
tion will  well  keep  for  the  matter  of  half  an  hour, 
and  doubtless  be  the  better  of  a  wholesome  r^ 
past  to  those  engaged  in  it,  I  sliould  rejoice  to 
behold  some  production  of  the  Chiiham  buttery. 
How  easily  now  miglit  you  steal  down  and  clutch 
me  the  remains  of  one  of  those  mighty  pasties 
I  bare  seen  smoking  on  the  board  in  days  of 
yore ;  or  any  other  remnants  Ma^iter  Emold  may 
have  rescued  from  the  jawa  of  yon  gormandiz- 
ing crew." 

Juhan  rose,  and  the  Esqwe,  perceiving  from 
Ub  countenance  that  he  was  not  averse  to  the 
proposition,  ventured  a  step  further,  adding,  "And 
if  it  90  please  your  Page-hood,  a  flask  of  some 
generous  wine,  or  a  tankard  of  your  especial  ale, 
were  no  bad  accompaniment  to  the  eame  ;  for,  by 
Saint  George,  I  have  ever  remarked  'tis  ill  plot- 
ting with  dry  throaiB !" 

"  No  less  so  tliaii  witli  empty  etomacha,  good 
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Morice,"  replial  Jolian,  "  and  in  eootk  ihf 
thougiit  is  a  manellous  propv  <nc-  Wid^ 
out  thee,  I  had  lacked  the  wit  lo  diecorer  tke 
cause  of  certam  qualms  I  am  mrsdf  feefio^ 
But  tliou  callest  to  my  recollection  that  I  mtMcJ 
the  diuner-hour  this  day  as  well  as  tke  puBcnk 
ereniD^  meal.  My  thoughts,  eooHb  to  say,  wewe 
with  the  good  Knight  thy  master.  —  Do  tboa 
an-ait  patiently  my  return,  and  may  I  nenmote 
bend  knee  before  lady-bright  an  I  bms  tfaee 
not  such  fare  as  shall  fortifv  thy  large  body, 
though  it  were  as  weak  as  a  scoUioD  weochV  m  a 
faint,  and  raise  thy  spirits  though  they  drooped 
like  the  wings  of  a  drowned  falcon." — So  saying, 
the  Page  departed,  leaving  his  compomoa  to 
double  the  pleasures  of  his  approacfaii^  meal 
by  presently  enjoying  them  in  imagination. 

Now  anticipation  is  held  by  some  pbiloeopbets 
to  be  among  the  richest  morsels  in  tlie  feast  of 
human  happiness;  but  our  friend  Morice  was 
Mie  of  those  who  esteem  present  posseesion  far 
before  the  brightest  new  in  long  perspective 
and  his  gratification  was  apparent  in  the  glisten- 
ing of  his  eyes,  and  tlie  rapid  Iricticm  of  hi« 
bauds,  as  Julian  entered,  lighting  his  steps  by  a 
small  lamp,  and  placed  upon  the  table  a  large 
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portion  of  a  superb  venison  pasty,  together  with 
a  huge  leathern  bottle  and  a  couple  of  horn 
drinking-cups.  "  The  pasty  is  somewhat  man- 
gled," he  observed,  as  he  held  the  lamp  over  the 
dish,  "  but  the  buttery  is  not  far  from  the  ban- 
quet-hall, and  I  feared  to  rouse  the  revellers  by 
turning  over  too  many  platters." 

"  'Od's  pitikins,  man,  'tis  the  veriest  proof  of 
its  surpassing  good  qualities  !  yet  will  we  not 
rest  entirely  upon  the  opinion  of  others."  So 
saying,  Morice  proceeded,  with  the  aid  of  his 
dagger,  to  help  himself  pretty  bountifully  from 
the  huge  dish.  Nor  was  the  gentle  Page  back- 
ward in  following  his  laudable  example,  and  Mo- 
rice encouraged  him  to  persevere  in  the  strife  of 
jaws  (as  he  facetiously  termed  the  repast)  by 
observing  that  the  purveyor  was  entitled  at  the 
least  to  an  equal  share  with  liim  who  was  pur- 
veyed for.  Indeed,  a  timorous  plate-fellow 
would  have  fared  badly  in  sucha"s/r//e  ofjawst** 
with  the  tall  Esquire,  who  attacked  the  provisions 
as  though  he  looked  not  to  happen  upon  so 
good  a  meal  till  after  his  next  return  from  the 
Holy  land.  But  the  reader  may  have,  ere  this, 
discovered  that  Julian  \^^s  not  troubled  with  a 
surplus  of  bashfulness ;   "  as  pert  as  a  page," 
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\xaog  a  proverb  which  held  good  aa  early  as  the 
ciiifulric  ages, — It  will  easily  be  imagined,  there- 
fore, that  he  did  not  fare  very  badly  in  tlie 
contest. 

When  the  industrioiia  Morice  had  duly  eatifl- 
fied  the  calls  of  his  apjietite,  he  eagerly  clutched 
the  leathern  bottle.  But  ere  he  poured  forth  the 
geaeroua  liquor,  he  held  his  horn  cup  between 
his  eye  and  the  lamp,  as  if  to  ascertain  the  thick- 
ues8  of  the  material,  and  after  a  brief  pause 
said,  "  Prithee,  Sir  Page,  hand  me  over  the  cup 
thou  hast  set  apart  for  thine  own  especial  use." 
-  Julian  did  as  he  was  requested,  whereupon  with  a 
kiCUDiui^  flmile  Morice  changed  his  own  for  it,  say- 
fins,  "  Marry  Sir,  this  have  I  done  to  show  you 
tliat  small  things  are  most  suitable  to  small  folk. 
Look  you  now,  this  cup,  'tis  widei'  and  lofiier 
than  that  I  have  made  over  to  you  by  at  least  a 
i  bezant's  breadtli.  In  truth,  the  ditferenee 
[  such  as  none  can  dibcover  but  one  wliose 
^re  and  palate  have  had  the  experience  of 
two  score  years  among  the  sparkling  wines  of 
feir  France," 

"  I  bow  with  reverence  to  so  experit-nced  a 
pereonage,"  replied  the  Page,  with  a  smile  that 
to  a  more  penetrating  (or  rather  pcrhapi  a  less 
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thirsty)  observer,  would  have  betrayed  a  feeling 
of  mild  contempt  for  the  theme  be  obliged  him- 
self to  converse  upon,  "  and  i  yield  with  a  good 
grace  the  cup  you  have  already  made  your  own." 

In  the  mean  time,  Morice  had  filled  the  drink- 
ing-c«p  in  question  to  the  vei^  brim,  and  eyeing 
his  companion  significantly,  he  quatFed  the  con- 
tents at  one  draugliL 

"  By  my  soul,  a  moat  excellent  beverage  !"  he 
exclaimed,  smacking  his  lips,  "  Right  sound 
Gascony,  as  I  live !  Yes,  it  smacks  indeed  of  the 
Bimny  plains  of  Gascony.  An  I  mistake  not,  Sir 
Page,  it  hath  lain  long  in  the  broad  cellais  of 
Chilham." 

"  I'll  warrant  it,"  said  Julian,  impatiently, 
"  peradventure  since  th«  days  of  Nonnan  Wil- 
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Morice  did  not  perceive  the  sarcastic  i 
in  which  this  was  said,  and  supposing  the  Page 
to  have  spoken  seriously,  he  exclaimed,  "  Nay, 
nay,  fair  Page,  that  may  hardly  be.  Bethink 
thee  now,  'tis  at  the  least — tnily,  I  am  no 
clerk  —  but  it  may  be  an  hundred  and  some 
score  of  years  since,  as  the  story  nms,  the  Nor- 
mans first  paid  the  Saxons  a  visit.  'Od's  life 
man,  the  liquor  must  have  become  very  verjuice." 
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grim  who  played  spy  upon  us  in  the  wood,  and 
whose  heels  are,  for  aught  I  know,  still  leading 
my  master  the  devil's  dance  through  all  the 
brakes  and  morasses  'twixt  this  and  Becket's 
shrine.  You  seemed  to  know  more  of  him  than 
you  were  willing  to  tell.  But  now  I  bethink 
me,  that  you  were  about  to  say  wherefore  your 
curse  fell  so  heavily  upon  the  good  Knight,  Sir 
Tristan  of  the  Griffin,  whom  I  have  ever  held  to 
be  my  master's  true  and  faithful  companion  in 
arms*  Speak,  I  pray  you,  first  to  these  mat- 
ters." 

"Alas,  good  Morice,"  said  Julian,  sorrow- 
fully ;  "  couldst  thou  but  imagine  half  of  what 
I  must  tell  thee  ere  long,  thou  wouldst  know 
that  this  same  Tristan  de  Vertain  must  be  at 
once  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  my  discourse ! 
Grood  fellow,  I  shall  not  marvel  at  thy  disbelief 
of  what  I  am  now  about  to  tell  thee,  for  by  all 
that  is  most  sacred  I  swear  I  would  this  mom 
have  turned  incredulous  from  a  saint  who  should 
have  spoken  it.  But  I  have  seen  it  all  with  my 
own  eyes.  Listen,  and  shudder.  That  seeming 
Pilgrim,  who  was  admitted  to  the  castle  this 
day,  and  who  afterwards  followed  me  to  the 
wood,  where  he  overheard   I  know  not  what 
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portion  of  our  cbDversatioD — the  traitor — the 
foul-Iiearted  manswom  villain — the  betrayer  of 
his  friend,  his  brother — the  wicked  deceiver — 
was — I  scarce  can  name  him  and  be  calm — 
Tristan  de  Vertiun." 

Morice  sprang  from  bis  seat  and  st^gered 
backwarde.  For  some  moments  he  was  ren- 
dered absolutely  speechless!,  and  even  when  he 
spuke,  it  was  as  if  he  had  lieard  something  too 
monstrous  to  excite  any  feeling  but  that  of  ridi- 
cule. "  By  the  God  that  lives !"  he  exclaimed, 
"  thou  mock'at  me.  Sir  Page — thou  puttcst  a 
gibe  on  me,  in  verity  thou  dost." 

"  Alas,  I  mock  you  not,"  said  Julian  mouni- 
fully. 

"  Nay  then,  thou  hast  disclosed  the  sweetest 
piece  of  villany  that  ever  issued  from  the  jaws 
of  hell,"  said  Morice.  "  But  in  pity  tell  me  all — 
keep  me  not  in  this  maxe  of  wonderment." 

The  Page  rose,  and  paced  slowly  the  narrow 
boundaries  of  the  guard-room,  "  Give  nie  time," 
he  said,  "  and  I  will  tax  ray  memory  to  relate 
what  passed,  after  the  Knight — may  the  foul 
fiend  rend  off  his  unworthy  spurs ! — had  disco- 
vered himself  to  my  Lord."   For  a  short  time  he 
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was  eilent,  and  seemed  trying  to  recall  the 
painful  scene. 

He  at  lengtli  proceeded:  "  lliivitig  thrown 
aside  his  pilgrim's  gown,  and  displayed  his 
own  form  and  features,  he  said  iii  a  bold  and 
confideiit  tone  of  voice,  '  Behold  the  linea- 
ments of  one  known  to  you,  and  oiio  who  loves 
you  well.  I  come.  Baron  of  Chilham,  to  render 
you  good  service.  I  come  to  prevent  the  union 
of  the  heiress  of  Chilliam,  the  beautiful,  the 
peerless  Bertha  de  Lucy,  with  one  «  ho  is  already 
known  to  you  as  a  traitor,  and  whom  I  now 
arraign  !' — Here  tlie  monster  paused,  as  though 
he  wavered  in  his  purpose,  end  hfting  his  fiend- 
ish eyes  in  appeal  to  a  God  of  truth  aiid  justice, 
he  squeezed  forth  a  tear  of  hypocrisy.  He  then 
went  on,  '  whom  1  now  arraign  as  an  abettor  of 
open  rebellicm  against  his  liege  sovereign ;  and 
whom  1  will  at  my  lance's  point  maintain  to  he 
a  defeated  coward  and  a  recreant  knight;  who  for 

very  shame  is  now  Hding '  Here  his  voice 

fell  to  so  low  B  pitch,  that  I  lost  hie  words ;  but, 
doubtless,  be  told  of  thy  master's  arrival  in  dis- 
guise, alleging  a  false  and  evil  reason  for  hn 
concealment,  and  then  recited  with  much  dis- 
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pacefai  ooUnnng  Uk  manner  of  fais  dc-feot  hf 
the  fitmctti,  for  tkempon  Sir  Ralph  bunt  fnvth 
in  great  wtsUi — '  By  Uk  wal  of  Uie  Ccinqucrar  • " 
taad  he " 

"  ril  wwnnt  tliBt  «u  thti  tild  knight's  onth," 
intcnvpCcd  Morioe,  "  'twns  cnrr  one  hf  hmd  lo 
MMOD  hiB  vpe«ch  1    ,baL" 

"  Prithee  a  truce  with  Ay  ctwnmpnls"  oooti- 
BDcd  Jujian.  "  2  Lord,  I  eay,  biu»t  btlt, 
'  Now,  by  the»oul  of  the  CanqDeror,  tJwn  iicit, 
Sr  Knight,  to  cast  so  ftmt  a  rrpnMi<h  upnti  tbc 
■UM  of  fib-  Roland  of  Mraitalbon !  Traitor  he 
may  be^^iay,  opeoly  rebellious.  I  believe  htm 
so  upon  other  prooft  than  thy  word  ;  but  rrcretnU 
uerer !  and,  stricken  as  I  am  in  year^,  I  swear 
by  Saint  George  I  will  defy  the  beet  knight  m 
Christendom  to  prove  bo  base  and  malignant  an 
aasertiiHi.  Yet  fiutfaer,  if  Sir  Roland  come  not  to 
discharge  himself  of  such  wager,  by  the  soul  of 
tbe  Conqueror,  I  will  myself  go  forth  to  do  battle 
in  his  bdialf  i—Was  recreanl  thy  word  ?— I  tell 
thee.  Sir  Tristan,  this  Roland  received  bis  first 
leasomi  of  knightly  bearing  from  tbe  lips  of  a 
de  Ln^ — ay,  a  de  Lucy — 'twas  I — first  tau^ 
Um  to  wield  tus  esquire's  twotd — to  bock  fab 
-bone— to  fix  In  kugbtly  Unce  in  rest.    Mob 
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than  ihis,  a  de  Lucy '     Here  the  gallant  old 

uan'ti  voice  became  choked  almost  to  suffoca- 
tioo,  and  1  could  see  that  a  tear  stood  upon  his 
gray  lasli — '  A  de  Lucy  knelt  to  buckle  on  his 
knightly  spurs,  and  bade  him  wear  them  worthily 
— tied  the  meed  of  valour  athwart  his  bosom, 
and  bade  him  go  forth  to  seek  t^lory  for  her  sake. 
If  any  thing  else  be  wonting,  he  is  a  Montalban. 
And  this  man  prove  recreant  ? — Kever — never — 
though  a  fiaint  swore  it  upon  the  holy  Evange- 
lists.' And,  believe  me,  Morice,  as  the  old  Knight 
spoke,  there  was  a  fiie  in  his  eye  and  a  glow 
upon  his  furrowed  cheek  that  I  could  have 
thought  him  transported  back  to  the  days  of  his 
youth.  But  seldom  I  ween  huth  mortal  eye 
beheld  a  mien  so  distorted  with  rage,  as  was 
Sir  Tristan's  at  this  bold  defiance.  He  ground 
his  teeth  as  though  he  would  have  reduced  them 
to  atoms^he  bit  wellnigli  through  his  nether 
lip,  like  a  wolf  mouthing  human  llesli — his  fin- 
gers, trembling  and  writhing  like  forked  serpents, 
clutched  his  dagger's  hilt,  till  nicthought  tlie  ene- 
my was  at  hiselbowurgingliim  on  toadd  the  mur- 
der of  au  old  man  to  his  list  of  knightly  deeds. 
But  policy  gained  the  mastery,  and  with  a  smooth 
countenance,  though  in  tunes  of  suppressed  thui>- 
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der,  he  stud, '  By  hell  and  all  its  Bends  'tis  well. 

Sir  Ralph,  ihou'rt '   He  paused,  then  with  a 

vain  attempt  at  a  smile,  added  '  the  father  of 
Bertha  de  Lucy.'  Oh,  Morice,  what  volumes 
did  the  wretch  reveal  in  those  two  words.  Tbon^ 
and  not  tall  theo,  I  saw  the  motive  of  bU  his 
actiuDS. — Dost  apprehend  me  ?" 

"  Holy  Virgin,"  exclaimed  Morice,  "  he  love* 
the  lady  Bertha — can  it  be  that  so  soft  a  feeling 
finds  place  in  so  flinty  a  bosom !" 

"  Say  rather,  he  loves  the  broad  bartmy  of 
Chilham,"  said  Julian:  "bis  affections  are  in- 
deed set  there,  and  he  would  eflect  the  ruia  and 
dovrafal  of  his  rival,  your  master," 

"  Holy  smts !"  exclaimed  Morice, "  and  thai 
rival  his  brother  in  amis — can  it  indeed  be  bo  ? 
Let  me  never  more  look  for  faith  in  man,  since 
Tristan  of  the  Griffin  is  false.— De  Vertain  !— 
he  faithless ! — he  forsworn  I — he  who  ever  vowed 
his  own  immortal  soul  was  less  dear  to  him  than 
Roland  of  Montalban.  But  say  !  heard  ye  no 
more  of  such  sweet  discourse  V 

"  In  good  sooth,"  replied  Julian,  "  none  that 
I  could  well  Unk  together.—  After  this  the  words 
of  De  Vertain  were  broken,  and  uttered  in  low 
tones.     But  I  fear  thy  master's  fortunes  ia  thii 
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quarter  have  now  met  with  a  blow  which  will 
perchance  shatter  them  for  ever.     Something  I 
remember  hearing  to  the  intent  that  he  of  Mon« 
talban  was  deeply  engaged  in  the  dark  schemes 
of  the  malcontent  barons,  and  that  he  stood  high 
in  faTOur  with  the  young  Dauphin  Lewis,  who 
comes,  they  say,  to  receive  our  English  crown  at 
their  hands.    Tristan's  parting  words  I  plainly 
heard,  and  to  the  day  of  my  death  I  shall  bear 
them  in  memory  as  well  as .  the  hypocritical 
mockery  that  accompanied  them.     '  Sir  Ralph 
de  Lucy,'  he  said,  as  he  grasped  my  lord's  hand 
with  seeming  warmth  and  affection,    '  I  have 
now  shown  you  reason  wherefore  you  should  com- 
mand your  daughter  to  banish  from  her  mind  all 
thoughts  of  my  unhappy,  though  perchance, 
still  too  well  loved,  companion  in  arms.    Seems 
it  not  good  to  you,  most  brave  and  loyal  Baron, 
that  you  should  seek  some  English  noble,  at 
once  loyal,  valiant,  renowned  and  wealthy,  with 
whom  the  beautiful  Bertha  may  form  an  alliance 
befitting  her  father's  fame  and  rank,  and  her  own 
princely  dower  T — ^And  then — ^wilt  thou  beUeve 
me,  Morice  ? — ^Now,  mock  me  not,  for  as  I  stand 
before  the  Uving  God,  I  tell  thee  but  what  I 
INtw— wd  then,  my  most  sweet  and  courteous 
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Knight,  mine  excellent,  mine  honest  Knight — 
Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! — whose  fingers  had  but  an  instant 
back  itched  to  draw  cold  steel  upon  the  old 
Baron — mygentle,my  dovelike  Sir  Tristan  kneels 
down — ay,  kneels  down — and  kisses  me  the  old 
man's  hand.  (By  mine  halidom,  I  could  not  but 
laugh  to  think  of  him  thus  prostrate  before  the 
I^y  Bertha,  like  the  fiend  bowing  before  some 
sweet  enshrined  saint !)  and  kissing,  vows — smile 
not,  good  fellow — vows  he  loves  the  Lady  Bertha, 
ay,  he — he — and  would  fain  demand  her  of  het 
father. — He  become  a  suitor  for  the  hand  of 
one  as  pure  as  an  angel  of  light,  he  whose  soul 
is  as  black  as  hell !  I  marvel  the  old  walls  of 
Chilham  did  not  totter  and  fall — to  hear  such  a 
declaratioD,  crushing  to  atoms  the  wTetch  who 
uttered  it.  Ha !  ha !  ha  i"  And  the  Page  rose, 
and  with  hurried  steps  paced  to  and  fro,  laugh- 
ing loudly  tlie  while,  though  his  laughter  be- 
tokened no  merriment  of  heart,  but  that  unna- 
tural excitement  which  can  only  find  vent  in 
tones  that  seem  to  mock  the  very  feelings  they 
express. 

"  By  my  soul   the  villain  lied  in    bin    false 

throat !"  exclaimed  Morice,   "  He  love  the  lady 
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-Bertha!   He  meant,  as  thou  saidst  before,  the 
heiress  of  Chilham.'^ 

*'  As  I  live,  a  biting  jest !"  said  Julian,  "  al- 
beit not  new  to  me.  But  to  proceed,  I  awaited 
anxiously  my  lord's  answer  to  the  Knighf  s  pa- 
thetic appeal,  but  he  made  none.  He  rose,  and 
in  silence  beckoned  the  Tristan  to  follow  him.  I 
retired  also,  and  ensconced  myself  behind  the  ta- 
pestry, whence  I  watched  them  as  they  passed 
out,  neither  of  them  suspecting  how  eagerly 
their  words  had  been  drunk  in  by  strange  ears." 

"  And  immediately  hastened  to  cross  the 
river  that  you  might  be  in  time  for  our  appointed 
meeting,"  said  Morice. 

"  Not  so.  Sir  Esquire ;  I  sought  long  and 
eagerly  to  gain  speech  of  my  Lady  Bertha,  that 
I  might  warn  her  of  the  impending  danger,  by 
imparting  what  I  had  heard.  But  it  was  vain, 
for  I  learned  that  she  had  been  hastily  sum- 
moned to  the  presence  of  her  father,  and  that 
the  pilgrim  had  already  taken  his  departure  from 
the  castle." 

'*  And  now.  Sir  Page,"  said  Morice,  "  as  touch- 
ing this  wished-for  interview  between  my  master 
and  thy  lady.  Time  tarrieth  not,  as  you  may 
ere  this  have  found."    . 
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JuKan  mused  for  some  mnrateewrtlioatnakit^ 
any  reply,  then  as  though  be  bad  saddniy 
seized  some  psssing  thoas:hl,  he  r^rlmi^^ — **  I 
see  it — thus  shall  it  be — ay,  the  um^  AagHC^ 
the  same  word  !  Uai^  you.  Sir  Esqaire.  SpmlDy 
must  you  go  forth  from  the  castle,  wfaitber  yoa 
list,  so  that  you  find  yom-  master.  Hating  done 
so,  bid  him  hie  hither  without  delay,  edU  wtar- 
ing  his  disguise,  and  when  the  port«r  shall  de- 
mand the  pass-word,  let  faim  in  a  feigned  nice 
give  loyalty  and  Anjou.  Upon  that  he  will  be 
admitted.  And  mark  me,  he  need  not  fear  de- 
tection by  reason  of  any  mystery  he  shall  me ; 
Master  Adam,  the  chief  porter,  is  prepared  for 
that  by  the  ready  admission  iriven  already  to 
Dc  Vertain,  and  as  he  n-itl  doubtless  regard 
your  master  as  the  same  pilgrim,  he  will  forbear 
to  demand  a  view  of  his  features  and  will  Dot 
molest  him  with  needless  queries." 

"  I  also,"  said  Morice,  "  must  play  the  pil- 
grim ;  will  not  the  porter  marvel  at  beholding  eo 
many  weeds  and  staves  pas^ng  to  and  fro  be- 
neath his  portcullis  ?" 

"  Fear  not,"  replied  Julian,  "  he  is  a  discreet 
man  that  same  Adam  Turvile,  and  writs  that  a 
dark   and  suspicious  pilgrim's  gown  with  hia 
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lord's  pass-word,  is  better  than  a  hundred  mail 
baubcrks  without  it." 

"'Twill  not  be  fitting  that  I  return  hither  in 
company  with  my  maBter,"said  the  Esquire, "  tell 
me,  since  you  have  undertaken  to  aid  us  in  this 
matter,  what  I  shall  now  do  for  the  adv-ancemcnt 
of  Sir  Roland's  departure  from  this  land  uf  plots 
and  parties," 

"  God  rest  thee,  Morice,"  said  J nlian, sighing, 
*'  an  thou  wouldst  serve  the  good  Knight  to  the 
extent  of  his  need,  there  is  work  to  occupy  the 
beads,  hands,  and  heels  of  a  score  of  good  es- 
quires.  Do  but  consider  the  extremity  in  which 
Sir  Roland  now  is.  Here  is  my  fair-spoken,  but 
foul-seeking  De  Vertain,  has  sounded  in  my  Lord 
ofCliilham'a  ear  an  hundred  specious  tales  to  the 
undoing  of  this  noble  knight  of  the  Falcon.  My 
lord,  good  soul,  being  old,  yet  withal  of  a  fiery 
nature,  is  easily  bhndfulded  by  such  as  use  the 
cloak  of  loyalty,  and  affords  firm  credence  to 
the  whole  narrative.  Scarce  is  the  base  in- 
finmer  clear  of  his  walls,  than  Sir  Ralph  takes 
me  incontinent  his  measures  to  disann  thy  mas- 
ter"*  treason  of  ita  force.  With  all  alacrity 
lie  q>eeds  me  a  messenger  to  Dover  castle,  where 
he  obtains  from  my  moet  loyal  High  Constable, 
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such  powers  as  may  be  needed  to  lodge  withiD 
its  deep  dungeons  the  dangerous  traitor  and  re- 
bellions knight.  Sir  Roland  of  the  Falcon." 

"  I'Mth  thou  hast  a  pretty  wit,  Julian,"  said 
the  Esquire,  "  God  grant  it  be  as  ready  at  re- 
moving, as  it  is  at  apprehending  mishaps.  But 
tell  me,  were  it  not  better  I  depart  speedily  in 
search  of  my  master?" 

"  As  soon  as  may  conveniently  be,"  replied  Ju- 
lian, "  albeit,  I  fear  it  is,  as  yet,  a  matter  of  no 
easy  execution.  The  sounds  of  revelry  have  not 
yet  ceased,  and  liaply  after  this  evemng's  rouse 
though  might'st  come  across  more  than  one 
mfiling  knave  inclined  to  raise  a  hurlv.  But 
tarry  here  awhile,  and  content  thyself  with  the 
remains  of  thy  beloved  Gascony.  I  will  down 
and  see  that  there  be  no  impediment  to  thy  de- 
parture— look  to  behold  me  ere  many  minutes 
have  elapsed."  So  saying — the  Page  stole  softly 
down  the  winding  stair;  and  his  companion 
hastened  to  follow  his  advice,  by  pouring  out  the 
remains  of  the  beverage  he  had  so  much  ap- 
proved. 

Left  to  his  solitary  potation  and  his  own  re- 
flections, our  Esquire  thought  the  minutes  passed 
more  slowly  than  he  ever    before   recollectedi 
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Bs  the  case  with  time  so  spent.  Half  a  score  of 
such,  however,  might  have  elapsed  since  Julian's 
departure,  when  he  was  aroused  from  a  deep  re- 
very  by  a  noise  nitliout  the  door,  resembling  the 
light  and  stealthy  tread  of  some  living  creature. 
The  door  was  ajar,  and  having  listened  a  few 
moments,  he  became  convinced  that  the  foot- 
steps were  descending  the  winding  stair  from  the 
gpper  part  of  the  tower.  The  circumstance  at 
80  late  an  hour,  when  all  the  inmates  of  the  castle 
yreie  seated  at  the  evening  meal,  was  remarkable ; 
the  luore  so  that  Evelina's  bower  was  the  upper- 
most chamber  in  the  tower  save  one,  and  that  the 
only  room  above  it,  was  always  closed  up,  ex- 
cepting in  times  of  great  danger,  when  it  was 
likewise  made  use  of  as  a  guard  room.  He  con- 
cluded, therefore,  that  the  nocturnal  wanderer 
ifiis  BO  mortal,  but  a  stray  wolf  or  deer-hound, 
or  some  other  domestic  animal.  Under  this  con- 
viction, he  rose  and  moved  towards  the  door — 
"  For,"  tjuoth  he  to  himself,  "  having  seen  the 
last  of  niy  precious  Gascony,  I  am  companion- 
less  B""!  '''''  ^'^^^  '^^  ^  better  this  four-footed 
visitor  m*)'  f**^""*'^  my  turn."  He  had  in  the 
mean  ti"^^  grasped  the  small  lamp,  and  now 
threw  wide  the  door,  ajid  sliading  the  light  from 
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his  eyes,  peered  anxiously  up  the  stairs ;  but  his 
amazement  and  terror  may  be  imagined,  when 
he  beheld,  instead  of  the  expected  canine  in- 
truder, a  female  form,  robed  in  white,  standing 
still  and  motionless  as  a  marble  statue  against 
one  of  the  loop  holes  in  the  tower  wall,  Hia 
facetious  and  social  mood  instantly  gave  place  to 
the  agony  of  fear.  A  cold  sweat  stood  on  his 
brow,  his  knees  shook  beneath  him,  and  with 
the  superstition  belonging  to  the  age,  he  fell 
prostrate  before  what  he  considered  to  be  a 
flupernatural  appeanuice,  sent  for  some  especial 
purpose  by  his  patron  Saint,  In  the  greatest 
trepidation  he  sought  for  his  beads ;  but  lo ! 
albeit  he  wore  a  habit  that  particularly  called 
for  such  an  appendage,  they  were  no  where 
about  his  person.  "  Miserable  sinner  that  I 
am,"  he  exclaimed  in  broken  accents,  "  I  have 
mislaid  my  rosary !  Holy  Saint  Dunstan,  have 
mercy  upon  me — Alas  !  Ave  Maria ! — woe's  me, 
I  have  lost  it  all. — Vet,  oh  blessed  vision,  if  a 
pilgrimage  just  made  to  Holy  land — if  my  good 
service  under  the  banners  of  the  cross — if  my 
devotion  to  the  most  valiant  of  the  crusaders, 
even  my  master,  the  noble  Roland  of  Montalhaiif 

may  avail  me  aught "     He  paused,  for  the 

E  3 
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apparition  raised  one  arm,  and  moved  as  if  it 
would  have  approached  him.  Overcome  with 
religious  awe,  he  buried  his  eyes  in  liia  palms. 

"  filorice  Durand,"  said  the  apparition  at  the 
same  moment,  in  a  voice  so  low  and  sof^,  that 
it  scarce  rose  above  the  sighing  of  the  night 
wind  througli  the  loop  holes,  and  yet  thrilled 
through  his  inmost  soul  so  as  to  arrest  his  every 
eense  and  faculty — 

"  Morice  Durand,  can  it  be  thee  that  I 
behold?" 

The  lamp  fell  from  his  hand,  but  was  not 
extinguished,  and  as  it  rolled  to  the  foot  of  the 
last  step,  the  female  form  descended  still  further 
towards  him,  and  taking  it  in  her  thin  small 
hand,  raised  it  so  as  to  throw  the  light  upon  the 
upper  part  of  the  figure,  then  throwing  back 
tlie  veil  that  shrouded  her  features,  she  displayed 
to  Uie  view  of  Morice  a  youthful  countenance 
of  the  most  exquisite  beauty,  yet  of  a  deadly 
End  almost  uucarthly  paleness.  Morice  began 
to  breathe  more  freely,  as  his  belief  in  a  super- 
natural visitation  gave  way  to  mere  amaiemeut 
nt  the  sight  of  the  beautiful  and  wcll-kuowii 
creature  who  had  thus  revealed  herself  to  him ; 
and  luiviug  recovered  the  power  of  utterance,  he 
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exclaimed,  "  light  of  my  eyes !  does  the  Lady 
Bertha  staad  before  me  ?  Can  it  be  she,  at  this 
JiooT  and  in  this  place  ?  " 

"  I  am,  indeed,  Bertha,"  replied  the  beautifbl 
lady,  "  Though  scarce  the  Bertha  thoa  hast  been 
wont  to  see.  They  tell  me,  good  Morice-— aod 
indeed  I  ieel  it  too— that  I  am  sore  changed  of 
late  ;  grief,  and  hope  hourly  weakening  will  do 
their  work ;  and,  now,  to  see  thee,  Morice,  thoQ 

iutJiful   servant    of a   good   and   >-aliai>t 

knight.*'  She  sighed  deeply,  and  pressed  ber 
clasped  hands  upon  her  pallid  bat  throbbing 
brow,  and  thus  she  remained  for  a  few  tao- 
neats ;  then,  as  if  ashamed  at  having  been  b^ 
trayed  into  such  an  exhibiticm  of  her  feelings,  she 
drew  her  slender  but  dignified  form  to  its  full 
height,  and  said,  in  a  finn  voice,  "  And  yet,  sir 
esquire,  I  am  the  same  Bertha — I  am  a  daughter 
of  the  de  Lucy.  Who  shall  gainsay  that  ?" 

She  now  appeared  to  have  recalled,  as  by  a 
great  exertion,  all  the  natural  fiimness  of  her 
spiiit,  and  began  again  to  descend  the  steep  and 
narrow  winding  stair;  but  in  the  hurry  and  agi- 
tation of  the  moment  her  foot  slipped,  and  she 
was  only  enabled  to  support  herself  from  falling 
by  catching  at  a  projecting  atone.     Morice  fiew 
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towards  her,  and  eagerly,  but  respectfully, 
proffered  his  arm,  "  In  very  sooth  thine  jud  U 
not  ill-timed,"  slic  said,  lAitli  a  sweet,  yet  melan- 
choly smile, "  I  will  not  rehise  it  at  this  moment. 
I  do  remember  me,  good  Morice,  thou  wcrt  ever 
wont  to  be  of  courteous  beaiing." 

Our  Esquire  was  at  first  somewhat  uncertain 
as  to  the  manner  in  whicli  he  should  dispose  of 
his  pretiouB  burden,  but  slie  speedily  reheved 
him  by  pointing  to  the  door  of  Evehna's  bower, 
and  saying,  "  If  thou  art  alone  there,  1  would 
willingly  learn  from  thy  faithful  lips — some 
Dews  of  one  who  in  times  past  was  dear  to  me, 
and  was  wont  to  say,  he  loved  me.  Question 
me  not,  I  will  speak  anon."  Having  reached 
the  apartment  in  wliicli  Morice  and  the  Page 
had  partakeu'of  their  goodly  repast,  the  Lady 
Bertha  cast  herself  into  a  seat,  and  remained 
for  some  time  lost  in  thought.  The  Esquire, 
seeing  that  she  had  abandoned  herself  to  her 
own  sorrowful  reflections,  forbore  to  break  the 
silence  which  seemed  so  pleasing  to  her,  by  any 
uncalled  for  observations;  and,  turning  from 
her,  he  affected  to  busy  himself  in  clearing 
away  the  remains  of  thp  men!. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


O'er  her  pale  clipetc  >  paler  lustre  apreni], 
Ab  if  Uie  white  rose  triumplied  o'ei  tLered  ; 
No  more  she  walked,  ei  ulliiig  lu  the  air, 
Liglil  tliough  hei  step,  iLeie  was  a  luiguar  tliere. 


It  is  not  to  be  marvelled  that  the  Lady  Bertlia 
sbould  uuexpectedly  have  encountered  the  faith- 
ful Esquire  of  her  lover,  as  has  been  related  in 
the  foregoing  chapter,  with  feelings  so  varied 
and  deep  in  their  nature  as  to  raise  in  her  mind 
a  conflict  of  the  most  tender  and  the  most  hit- 
ter euTLOtions. 

The  events  of  the  day  had  been  such  as  to 
plunge  her  into  the  deepest  distress,  and  might 
almost  be  Baid  to  have  added  a  double  degree 
of  bitteroess    to    the    cup    of   her  afflictions. 
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She  had  already  been  induced,  by  the  increaft. 
ing  importunities  of  her  beloved  and  respected 
parent,  to  afford  some  slight  credit  to  the  asper- 
sions cast  upon  the  fame  of  Sir  Roland.  Proofa 
which,  in  tlie  eyes  of  her  father,  admitted  not  of 
a  momentary  douht,  though  she,  fond  maid ! 
was  slow  in  allowing  their  infallibility,  were 
amply  furnished  against  the  absent  Knight;  bat 
beyond  all  that  was  thus  urged  to  his  midoing'. 
Sir  Roland  himself,  by  his  seeming  neglect  in 
not  sending  the  promised  tokens  of  his  welfare 
and  continued  faith,  gave  her  cause  to  fear  that 
in  loving  liim  so  long  and  so  well,  she  had  been 
giving  her  affections  to  oue  unworthy  of  them, 
or  at  least  unable  to  appreciate  them.  Then, 
from  that  reflection,  there  would  at  times  arise 
a  possibihty  bo  dreadful,  that,  though  she  could 
not  but  dwell  on  it  for  a  passing  moment,  she 
ehrunk  from  allowing  it  to.take  any  hold  on  her 
mind.  Roland  might  be  already  numbered  with 
those  who  had  fallen  victims  to  the  baneful 
chmate  of  the  East,  or  to  the  desultory  warfare 
which  she  Icamt  was  at  that  time  carried  on 
against  the  champions  of  the  cross.  Still  she 
well  knew  that  his  beloved  compmiion  in  arms, 
fill  Triflttn  de  Vertain,   was   living,  and  that 
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through  Iiim  any  such  dreadful  event  must  have 
been  commuDicated  to  her. 

That  the  crafty  and  relentless  de  Vertain  had 
taken  every  precaution  against  any  intercourse 
between  hia  deluded  brother  in  amts  and  the 
Lady  Bertha,  will  be  easily  apprehended — it 
having  been  already  sliown  that  his  power  to 
effect  such  a  purpose  equalled  his  will.  But 
Sertlia  could  not  entertain  any  suspicions  of  a 
secret  agency  in  euch  a  quarter ;  she  only  felt 
the  effects  of  his  dark  and  artful  proceedings. 
She  only  knew  that  Roland,  her  absent  Koland, 
who  was  bound  to  her  by  a  thousand  oft 
repeated  vows,  had,  ever  since  his  departure, 
m^ntained  an  unbroken  silence,  both  aa  to  the 
state  of  his  feelings  towards  her,  and  as  to  the 
time  of  his  return  to  England ;  and  tlie  more 
jrequently  she  joined  this  fact,  in  her  own  mind, 
with  the  imputations  underwhich  the  Knight  lay, 
of  secretly  abandoning  the  cause  which  her  fa- 
ther had  ever  taught  her  to  regard  with  the 
most  sacred  veneration,  the  more  did  suspicion 
of  his  faitlilessness  become  strengthened  into 
conviction. 

Thus  waa  her  mind  torn  with  distracting 
doubts  and  fears,  when  the  fatal  day  arrived 
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which  brought  Tristan  de  Vertain,  disguised  as 
a  pilgrim,  to  Chilham,  bent  upon  consummat- 
ing  the  hopes  he  had  so  long  nourished  in 
secret,  and  for  the  attainment  of  which  he  had 
compromised  his  honour  as  a  knight,  and  sacri- 
ficed his  prospects  of  everlasting  happiness  as  a 
Christian  warrior. 

Our  readers  may  regard  it  as  a  singular  coin- 
cidence, that  on  the  same  evening,  and  under 
the  same  disguise,  his  brother  in  arms,  the 
Knight  of  Montalban,  should  also  have  arrived 
at  the  castle,  although  they  had  not  reached 
England  together.  But  it  must  be  remembered, 
that  in  these  days,  when  religious  and  chivalric 
enthusiasm  were  so  strangely  blended  as  to  ren- 
der the  most  romantic  and  visionary  of  under- 
takings, the  crusades,  an  object  entirely  con- 
trolled and  organized  by  the  church,  the  monk's 
cowl  and  the  warrior's  corslet  were  by  no  means 
deemed  inconsistent  with  each  other ;  and  con- 
sequently, that  the  least  suspicious  mode  of 
concealment  for  those  accustomed  to  wear  the 
one,  was  the  adoption  of  the  other. 

It  were  needless  to  recapitulate  the  conver- 
sation which  ensued  between  the  stem  Baron  of 
Chilham  and  his  high-minded  daughter,  immedi- 
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&tely  after  the  dqiaclnre  of  the  disguised  Sir 
Tristan.  The  scene  of  their  interriew  ms  the 
roof  of  the  western  tower,  whence  the  animated 
gestures  of  both  were  beheld  by  Sir  RolaiKl  and 
his  Esquire,  as  detailed  in  our  opening  chapter. 
Let  it  suffice  to  say,  that  the  baron  peremptorily 
commanded  her  now  to  banish  all  tboagfata  of 
de  Montalban,  whom  he  denounced  as  a  traitor 
beyond  all  power  of  redemption,  and  a  knigfat 
wholly  unworthy  of  her  regard.  He  then,  by 
degrees  made  known  to  her  the  secret  arrival  of 
Sir  Tristan  de  ^'ertain ;  dwelt  long  upon  his 
sorrow  at  being  thos  obliged  to  appear  as  the 
accuser  of  his  brother  in  anns,  and  finally  re- 
peated the  sentiments  of  lore  which  that  re- 
nowned and  powerful  knight  had  expresfied 
towards  her,  and  tlie  suit  which  he  had  formerly 
preferred  for  her  approval. 

The  astonishment  and  indignaUon  of  the  Lady 
Bertha  at  thus  beholding  the  man,  who  through- 
out his  accusations  against  Roland  had  affected 
to  act  a  part  so  disinterested,  and  so  sternly  vir- 
tuous, exhibited  to  view  in  the  true  light  of  his 
foul  purposes,  were  such  that  she  could  scarcely 
find  words  to  express  her  feelings.  She  now, 
however,  saw  enough  to  believe  him  capable  of 
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the  blackest  villainy ;  and  a  very  strong  Buspi- 
cioo  arose  in  her  mind,  that  he  bad  by  some 
means  prevented  the  accused  Knight  from  ap- 
pearing to  deny  or  extenuate  the  charges  brought 
•gainst  him.  Tliis  alone  was  sufficient  to  change 
the  tide  of  her  feelings  in  favour  of  the  absent, 
the  still  beloved  Roland  ;  and  as  her  fonner  love 
for  him  returned  in  its  full  force,  her  hatred 
agmnst  his  base  accuser  became  at  each  moment 
more  settled. 

Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  having  ended  his  formal 
proposal  in  behalf  of  de  Vertain,  paused  in  his 
rapid  walk,  and  with  folded  arms,  and  his 
countenance  wrought  up  to  the  sternest  expres- 
sion of  which  it  was  capable,  awaited  her  reply. 
She  hesitated  awhile ;  but  at  length,  with  & 
courage  that  rose  superior  to  her  father's  anger, 
she  said,  her  blight  eye  the  while  flashing 
through  a  tear  that  had  for  a  moment  dimmed 
its  lustre,  "  fatlier,  dearly  loved  and  honoured 
fether,  you  have  never  yet  found  me  failing  in 
the  obedience  due  from  a  daughter  to  her  parent. 
lo  alt  things  but  partially  affecting  my  happi- 
ness 'tis  yours'  to  command ;  mine  to  obey : 
but  when  your  commands  so  vitally  affect  my 
here  and  hereafter,  as  those  you  Dow 
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seek  to  bind  me  withal,  there  is  a  voice  within 
mj  nature  telling  me  I  may  resist,  ay,  even  to 
the  extremity.  It  is  true,  that  Roland  of  Mon- 
talban ! — forgive  my  emotioa  at  the  name — may 
be  unworthy  an  alliaace  with  the  last  descendant 
of  Fulbert  de  Lucy.  He  may  be  all  that  he  is 
accused  of— disloyal — traitor — I  Bhall  then  pity 
him.  I  may  haply — ay,  and  it  shames  me  not 
to  say  the  word,  still  love  him.  But  I  swear  to 
you,  as  a  daughter  to  a  father,  that  I  viill  cease 

to  think  of  him  as " 

Her  voice  faltered,  and  the  tears  involuntarily 
rnahed  to  her  eyes,  as  she  thought  of  the  seal 
she  was  now  placing  on  her  destiuy.  But  she 
was  spared  the  pain  of  completing  the  sentence, 
for  her  father,  without  moving  from  the  position 
of  unyielding  firmness  which  he  had  taken, 
signed  his  apprehension  of  her  meaning- 
She  quickly  recovered  her  self-possession,  and 
continued,  "  still,  however,  mistake  me  not, 
&ther:  I  swear  as  a  Christian,  and  a  free  Eng- 
Ush  maiden,  I  will  never,  never  be  the  bride  of 
Tristan  de  Vertain.  Ho ;  though  heaven  and 
earth  were  moved  to  force  me  into  the  arms  of 
that — I  will  not  offend  your  ears  by  declaring 
vhat  1  hold  him  to  be.     But  believe  me,  father. 
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St 

Mirer  ni>  pprsuasions,  no  threats,  shall 
^^  ,af  to  Iiecome  his:  and,  although  I  am 
•^  rtf  my  mce,  I  will  rather  eod  my  days  as 
^  rMCW  hrido  of  holy  church,  than  crown  my 
^^  by  ulinriiig  tlie  ill-gottea  honours  of  Tris- 
_ii4>  \Vrtaiii,  the  pretended  friend — the  secret 
|a    tfi"  nrcuaer  of  Roland  of  Montalhan," 

'yi»  beivutiful  enthusiast  paused,  and  looked 
mkmO*  her  fiitlier  with  imploring  eyes.  Then 
untr  ahe  turned  away,  and  stood  a  moment  calm 
^iiili»t)tiunlesx,  as  though  the  powerful  enet^es 
yl  ttt>r  niiiiil  had  wrought  her  frame  up  to  the 
kjgttfat  pitch  of  resolution ;  in  the  next,  a  gleam 
VMluni  seemed  to  dissolve  the  icy  sternness  of 
I  loul ;  aho  burst  into  tears,  and  seizing  her 
■r'a  Imnd,  she  exclaimed,  "  oh  !  my  father, 
;  been  wont  to  say  you  loved  me !  be 
eifiil,  and  urge  me  not  beyond  woman's 
HuduriincD  1" 

The  old  man  turned  from  her  to  hide  the  soft 
^ggMlioii  thiit  was  fast  dispelling  the  an>rer  of  his 
%igiW,  Hnd  dashing  the  tears  from  his  cheek,  he 
^^  ill  broken  accents,  "  I  swear  I  will  not — 
I^Mtnot.  But  thou,  my  child,  forget  not  thou 
Vtfttio  I.u'-y-" 

wjtevur!"  she   said,  agnin  drawing   herself 
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Up,  and  attempting  to  subdue  the  weakness 
that  had  overcome  her,  "  my  sire  ehall  see  that 
I  know  myself  for  a  de  Lucy  ;  and  that  as  his 
blood  flows  in  my  veins,  so  my  soul  is  akin  to 
his,  and  endowed  with  a  firmness  equal  to  his 
own.  He  shall  confess  that  the  child  of  his 
affection  is  indeed  worthy  of  him." 

Thus  had  ended  a  conference  replete  with  bit- 
terness to  the  Lady  Bertha;  and,  anxious  to 
seek  the  melancholy  consolation  of  solitude,  she 
had  excused  herself,  on  the  plea  of  illness,  from 
joining  the  evening  meal.  She  remained  se- 
cluded within  her  own  private  apartment,  ad- 
mission to  which  was,  upon  the  present  occasion, 
denied  even  to  her  favourite  attendant,  Ida,  a 
maiden,  who  though  of  humble  birth,  was  wont 
to  be  the  partner  alike  of  the  joys  and  griefs  of 
her  beautiful  mistress.  Such,  indeed,  being  in 
those  days  the  insuperable  barriers  of  rank, 
that  contempt  (Bemardus  thus  concludes  this 
chapter,  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the  old  adage) 
was  Geldom  found  to  be  the  effect  of  familiarity. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  eastern  suns  haye  scorched  thy  brow, 

Tbj  mien  is  pale  and  aunk ; 
Alas,  of  miserjr's  bitter  cup 

How  deeply  hast  thou  drunk  !— 

But  praised  be  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

Whose  arm  hath  been  with  thee, 
That  Bcathless,  from  thy  turban'd  foes 

Thou  art  returned  to  me. 

The  Crusadeb's  Returk* 

When  evening  had  fallen,  the  Lady  Bertha 
ascended  alone  to  the  roof  of  the  western  tower, 
as  there  was  from  thence  an  easy  access  to  the 
broad  and  smooth  flags  with  which  the  roof  of 
the  keep  was  paved,  where  she  had  been  of  late 
accustomed  to  walk  frequently,  sometimes  ac- 
companied by  Mistress  Ida,  though  in  general 
alone.    Arrived  there,  the  trying  interview  which 
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had  SO  lately  taken  place  between  her  father 
and  herself  ruehed  upon  her  recollection,  and 
BO  deeply  was  she  occupied  by  the  c(»iflicting 
thoughts  which  filled  her  bosom,  that  she  con- 
tinued to  pace  the  tower,  heedless  of  the 
paesage  of  time,  marked  though  it  was  by  the 
increasing  gloom  of  eveiiiog,  and  by  the  rising 
of  the  moon  upon  the  last  shades  of  twilight. 
At  length,  however,  she  was  startled  by  the 
sound  of  voices  proceeding  from  one  of  the  upper 
rooms  in  the  tower.  She  inclined  her  ear  to- 
wards the  door  that  opened  upon  the  winding 
stair,  and  in  a  few  moments  she  was  enabled  to 
distinguish  the  voice  of  Juhan.  Another  voice 
of  a  deeper  pitch,  and  strange  to  her  ear,  was 
mingled  at  times  with  the  less  manly  tones  of 
the  page;  but  she  could  not  distinguish  any 
words  in  their  convereation  which  might  lead 
her  to  judge  of  their  object  in  meeting  at  so 
strange  a  time,  and  in  a  place  so  remote  from 
the  inhabited  part  of  the  castle.  After  re- 
maining awhile  anxiously  endeavouring  to  catch 
some  part  of  tbeir  conversation,  slie  retired 
unsatisfied,  and  in  considerable  alarm.  She 
continued,  however,  to  return  from  time  to  time, 
keeping  the  door  open  to  aid  her  purpose. 
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At  length  the  sounds  ceased  altogether,  and 
from  the  total  silence  which  reit^ed  in  the  tower 
she  felt  persuaded  that  Julian  nnd  his  companion 
had  taken  their  departure.  She  now  resolved 
to  return  to  her  own  apartment,  lest  Ida  should 
remark  her  prolonged  absence,  and  alann  arise 
on  her  account  With  this  intention  she  began 
to  descend,  and  closing  the  door,  drew  the  bolts 
upon  it.  The  moonbeams  streamed  in  at  the 
loop  holes,  and  afforded  her  a  sufficient  light 
to  maintain  her  footing.  All  feeling  of  fear 
being  now  banished  from  her  mind,  she  began 
to  hasten  her  steps,  and  owing  to  the  narrowness 
of  tlic  winding  stair,  had  almost  reached  the 
second  door  (which  opened  into  the  room  called 
Bertha's  bower)  ere  she  perceived  that  a  hght 
was  burning  within  it.  She  paused,  uncertun 
whetlier  to  advance  or  retreat,  when  a  slight 
noise  convinced  her  that  some  person  was  within 
the  guard-room.  With  a  beating  heart,  and 
limbs  that  almost  refused  to  suppoil  her  frame, 
she  began  to  ascend ;  but  the  sound  of  her  foot- 
steps had  already  reached  the  ear  of  the  soli- 
tary Morice,  and  in  the  next  instant  hia  tall 
form  appeared  in  the  door-way. 

The  remainder  has  been  told. 
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And  here,  perhaps,  it  is  incumbent  upon  us 
lo  express  our  gratitude  for  the  exemplary  pa- 
tience which  our  kind  readers  have  evinced, 
while  we  returned  for  the  purpose  of  bringing 
the  chain  of  our  events  up  to  tlie  necessary 
point.  Indeed  it  may  not  be  impertinent  to  the 
subject  to  inform  them,  once  for  all,  that  the 
excellent  Bemardus,  in  many  places,  compares 
himself  to  a  person  walking  through  a  wood, 
and  holding  in  his  hand  a  number  of  threads, 
which,  one  after  the  other,  he  is  continually 
casting  loose  (for  what  purpose  this  deponent 
sayeth  not)  and  as  they  become  entangled  in 
the  bninches,  be  is  ever  and  anon  obliged  to  re- 
turn that  he  may  bring  them  all  up  to  one 
point.  And  thus,  though  he  is  constantly  mov- 
ing on,  he  suHent  none  of  them  to  be  left  behind 
for  a  longer  period  than  is  conducive  to  his 
purpose. 

The  Lady  Bertha  first  broke  the  silence  which 
Morice  would  have  maintained  from  respect  to 
her  excited  feelings,  as  well  as  from  the  rever- 
ence with  which  he  had  ever  been  accustomed 
to  regard  her.  "  Good  Morice  Durand,"  she 
said,  "  I  entreat  you  to  tell  me  the  cause  of  this 
ualooked  for,  and  apparently,  secret  arrival  of 

.     Tot.  I.  F 
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the  valiant  Knigfat,  yonr  master.  For  your  pre- 
eence  proclaims  that  he  is  in  England,  unless— 
but  that  I  hold  impossible — you  have  deserted 
him. — One  thought,  indeed,  has  at  times  crossed 
my  brain — ^too  horrible  to  harbour *' 

She  could  not  add  more,  but  the  cold  shudder 
that  ran  through  her  frame,  and  the  wild  ^i- 
quiring  gaze  that  she  fixed  upon  Morice  spoke 
more  powerfully  than  the  strongest  expression 
of  her  feelings. 

"  I  swear.  Madam,'"  exclaimed  Morice, "  upon 
the  honour  of  a  Crusader's  follower,  and  by  all  a 
Christian  holds  most  sacred,  that  my  master  is 
not  only  liying,  and  in  perfect  health,  but  is  at 
this  moment  in  England !" 

^'  Then  praised  be  the  Almighty  Disposer  of 
events !"  exclaimed  Bertha,  raising  her  beautiful 
eyes  to  Heaven,  while  a  mingled  glow  of  reli* 
gious  fervour  and  earthly  love  sufiused  her 
hitherto  pale  countenance.  "Thus  far,  good 
Morice,  you  are,  indeed,  a  welcome  messenger. 
Would  I  could  have  further  cause  for  joy — ^but 
I  tremble,  and  my  tongue  falters  when  I  would 
ask  farther  of  Sir  Roland.'' 

'*  Madam!  your  words  astonish  me,"  ex- 
daimed  Moiice;  "  Do  you  say  thus  far? — Can 
it  be  that  you  expect  to  hear  some  evil  intellir* 
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grnce  frcoD  my  lq»  ?     AJM,  Ih^  T*ai 
ready  have  lesmed  Sir  RdiBd's * 

In   an  agoor  of  alu^   Botks  sA 
him,  saying,  "  Okspeak,  evod  Mtnee,— 
to  tell  me,  if  it  be  indeed  tne,  ikiC  &r 
has  fallen — Ob,  too  wefl,  1  tee  it  ■  }u«  ea^i- 
tenancc ;  he  a " 

"  A  pnuner,"  nid  Mooee,  —liJy  h^ 
taking  the  caaw  cf  her  fean ;  "  m  voy  mtti, 
a  prisoner,  and  doif  sowes  CTb^ect  to  tfae  wfll  of 
a  discourteous,  a  eowdhr  Scncea.  Too  atv^ 
Lady  Bertha,  and  trouble  is  cjo  yoor  brmr. 
— By  St.  George,  well  inay  it  be  hi,  wltm  yoa 
learn  that  be,  befoR  wbose  lance  the  flower  of 
Christian  chiraliy  hath  gooe  down,  wiwse  ttm 
is  mighty  bb  Im  beait  k  bcdd,  sboold  hare  fiivd 
to  ^"ield  himcdf  pnooer  to  a  torbaDcd  Infidd. 
But  I  speak  the  word  aa  I  have  a  aonl  to  oe 
saved." 

"  Oh,  sweet  tidings  as  compared  to  what  t 
was  prepared  to  hear!"  eaid  Bertha,  in  a  low 
voice  that  reached  not  the  ear  of  the  Esquire ; 
then  speaking  more  loodly,  but  with  less  emo- 
tion, she  continued  ;  "  In  sooth,  I  cannot  bcheTC 
but  that  thoo  mockest  me;  it  is  thy  wont 
thus  to  gibe.  Nav,  it  must  be  so ;  and  thoa 
f2 
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hast  failed  of  the  truth,  either  in  averring  that 
thy  master  now  breathes  the  air  of  England, 
or  in  telling  me  that  he  breathes  it  as  a 
prisoner.  —  What  saidst  thou,  prisoner  to  an 
infidel!  Oh,  no! — or  he  is  changed  in  nature 
from  the  Roland  I  knew  once.  Then  rather 
would  he  have  coveted  death  than  have  shrunk 
from  the  sweep  of  a  Saracen  scimitar,  nor  does 
there  live  a  maiden  of  England  who  would  not 
bid  him  prefer  that  death ;  ay,  though  the  bid- 
ding should  rend  asunder  the  very  fibres  of  her 
own  heart." 

^*  I  mock  you  not.  Lady  of  Chilham,"  said 
Morice;  "and  I  cannot  but  marvel  that  you, 
who  know  so  well  each  noble  thought  that 
dwells  in  my  master's  soul,  should  fear  lest  the 
fSedr  fame  of  chivalry  hath  suffered  aught  at  his 
hands.     He  fell  in  fight,  and  was  put  to  ransom, 

for  the  purpose  of  gathering  which But  now 

I  do  bethink  me  that  you  cannot  have  yet  heard 
the  cause  of  my  master's  arrival ;  for  Giraud,  the 
Minstrel,  who  was  the  bearer -of  his  last  token  to 
you,  left  the  Christian  camp  some  score  or  so  of 
days  before  the  unlucky  jousting  at  Ptolemais." 

Morice  broke  ofi*  suddenly,  for  he  perceived 
^hat  his  last  words  had  strangely  affected  hit 
hearer,  and  fb^t  she  had  even  fidlen 
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backwards  in  a  state  nearly  approaching  to  a 
Bwooa.  The  feehng,  however,  was  but  momen- 
tary :  she  made  a  jwwerfiil  effort  to  throw  off 
the  weakness  which  had  overcome  her,  and 
faintly  murmured,  "  token,  say  you  1  Oh,  tell 
me,  Moriee,  of  what  you  speak." 

"  How,  madam,  did  no  messenger  ever  reach 
yon  ?  There  has  been  some  strange,  some  dread- 
ful error,  I  vow  moat  solenmly,  that  upon 
three  several  occasions  Sir  Roland  dispatched  to 
England  messengers  bearing  tokens  of  his  faith, 
with  the  command  that  they  should  be  placed  in 
the  hands  of  the  Lady  Bertha  de  Lucy,  as  faith 
fully,  and  with  as  much  reverence  as  though 
they  were  holy  relics  to  be  deposited  at  some 
saintly  shrine !  Tell  me,  tlien,  came  never  any 
such  to  hand]" 

"  Never!"  she  replied,  with  the  deepest 
emotion. 

"  Then,  by  every  Saint  there  has  been  worse 
than  error !  there  has  been  treachery,"  exclaimed 
Moriee.  "  Death  of  my  soul !  I  see  the  hand 
of  Tristan  de  Vertain  in  this.  Base,  cowardly 
wretch;  were  ho  here,  I  would  spit  at  him  ia 
contempt,  esquire  as  I  am,  and  unable  to  do 
knightly  battle  with  him." 
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*'  I  see  it  too,"  exclaimed  Bertha;  "  and  now 
ihat  a  new  light  dawns  upon  my  mind,  I  can 
trace  the  agency  of  this  fiend  in  hmnan  shape 
tfurough  an  hundred  different  windings.  Alas  ! 
generous,  high-minded  Roland,  how  hast  thou 
been  deceived  in  thy  false  friend !  Yet,  good 
Horice,  it  may  not  even  now  be  too  late  to  undo 
vhat  has  been  wrought  by  this  crafty  wretch. 
But  I  shall  best  know  what  course  to  pursue 
when  you  have  detailed  more  fully  the  cause  of 
your  coming  in  disguise  to  England." 

"  Blithely  will  I  pleasure  you  in  this.  Ma- 
dam," said  Morice,  "  craving  only  your  kind 
pardon  should  my  speech  smack  somewhat  of 
the  tilt-yard,  and  be  garnished  with  some  need- 
less circumstance;  for  well  you  know,  the 
staunch  old  hound  cannot  choosy  but  give  tongue 
.ivhen  he  comes  upon  his  favourite  scent,  till  he 
makes  wood  and  welkin  ring  again." 

^  Nay,  good  Morice,*'  replied  Bertha,  with  a 
•weet  smile,  ''  thou  shalt  not  have  to  cry  on  my 
impatience  as  a  listener  so  long  as  thy  discourse 
iB^  of  the  noble  Knight  of  Montalban.  To  that  I 
Biay  safely  pledge  myself." 

Morice,  thus  encouraged,  bowed  before  his 
lovely  auditress,  and  commenced  his  nanrative. 
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JHortn**  e«U. 

"  It  was  oa  aa  I  day,  as  yoa  will  shofttf 
find  reason  to  adi  that  my  nnster  wn*  ft^ 
saaded  by  hin  cooi  liou  ia  amis  to  tdw  wA. 
hini  B  jiilgnraage  U  iioly  Land,  at  a  time  «)m» 
Ecarccly  a  nnglc  E  gUsh  knight  was  to  bcfixi 
lunuig  the  fiillowei  if  ttie  cixmu  ;  and  in  ■ 
Store  evil  huur  thai  ne  potorc^  the  caiiip  ofJobl 
of  Biienne;  that  biave  knight  whom  Philip  of 
France,  as  you  hare  doubtlese  heard,  has  cbo- 
sen  to  share  the  tbrooe  of  Jentsalem  with  the 
Pnncew  Mary;  (God  mend  his  means  and 
widen  his  dominions,  poor  gentleman .' )  Evil  I 
8sy,  for  albeit  the  Knight  of  Montalban  met 
with  a  wann  reception  from  all  the  warriors  as- 
sembled under  Prince  John's  banner,  and  albeit 
the  cause  and  the  achievenients  of  that  gallant 
little  band  were  alike  worthy  of  admiration,  yet 
thence  sprung  all  the  evils  that  now  seem  about 
to^&U  upon  him.  For  a  space  of  nearly  two 
months  the  Christian  knights  were  suffered  to 
tiiTw  in  idleness,  and  to  lament  the  ingloriooa 
state  to  which  a  temporary  peace  had  consigned 
tLe  whole  camp.     To  my  master,  the  Knight  of 
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Montalban^  was  this  mode  of  life  especially  irk 
some  and  tedious.  His  fame  was  only  of  Eng- 
lish^ or  at  most^  of  European  mention ;  and,  as 
you  may  imagine.  Madam,  he  burned  to  sig- 
nalize himself  in  Heathenesse,  by  some  deeds 
worthy  of  being  rehearsed  there,  and,  perad- 
venture,  re-echoed  by  the  shores  of  Kent. 

"  Our  good  knights  were  at  length  raised  from 
their  despondency  by  the  sudden  arrival  of  a 
Saracen  warrior,  who  entered  the  Christian  camp 
after  the  fashion  of  a  herald.  He  caused  it  to  be 
known,  that  he  had  come  bearing  a  cartel  of 
defiance  from  a  certain  Saracen  (who  was  desi- 
rous of  concealing  his  name)  addressed  to  the 
whole  Christian  camp,  defying  any  single  knight 
of  the  three  hundred,  to  meet  him  with  horse, 
lance,  and  battle-axe,  after  the  Christian  fashion 
of  jousting.  Above  all  things,  however,  the 
nameless  challenger  declared  it  his  wish  to  en- 
counter in  the  lists  a  native  of  that  land,  which 
had  once  called  king  the  renowned  Richard  of 
the  Lion-heart.  Many  knights  were  greatly 
angered  at  the  Saracen's  presumption  in  making 
a  selection,  which  they  saw  could  point  at  none 
but  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban,  he  being  the  only 
English  knight  then  in.  the  camp.    These  scru- 
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pled  not  to  declare  their  feebngH  aloud,  e«in 
within  my  master's  hearing; ;  but  thoy  were 
speedily  silenced  by  the  majority  of  tlie  CrusK- 
dcre,  who  esteemed  it  greatly  in  favour  of  tlie 
Saracen,  and  a  proof  of  his  valour,  that  lie 
had  singled  out  an  opponent  of  such  approved 
skill  and  prowess." 

"  How  say  you,"  interrupted  the  I^dy  Ber- 
tha, "  that  your  master  n-as  the  only  Eiigltiih 
kiught  then  ander Prince  John's  banner?  Wea 
he  not  accompanied  by  lii«  companion  in  arm«. 
Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain?" 

"  Not  at  that  time.  Sir  Tristan  had  been  re- 
called to  England  ere  these  things  came  to  pass, 
as  he  declared  before  me,  upon  the  ui^ncy  of 
■ome  matters,  the  communication  of  which  he 
even  prayed  Sir  Roland  to  spare  him,  notwith- 
standing hia  Towa  of  fraternity." 

"To  England!"  exclaimed  Bertha,  in  a  tone 
of  amazement ;  "  he  gave  my  father  to  believe 
that  he  had  been  but  three  days  in  this  coimtry, 
by  which  I  apprehended  he  must  have  left  Pa- 
lestine at  the  same  time  with  your  master." 

"  Nay  then,"  said  Morice,  "  as  I  live,  here  will 

be  more  villainy  lurking  under  this  double-faced, 

tale  !    In  sooth,  I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  we 
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Bcarcely  saw  or  heard  of  Sir  Tristan  after  we 
joined  the  banner  of  Prince  John ;  and  if  ever  I 
did  chance  to  gain  sight  or  »:peech  of  him,  it 
Wa8  but  for  a  few  moments;  and,  methought, 
there  was  more  on  his  niind  than  he  chose  to 
communicate  even  to  his  brother  in  arms.  He 
Eeemed  ever  moody  and  suUea ;  oft  enwrapped 
in  private  contemplation.  His  words  were 
few,  and  those  shortly  spoken  and  fiercely,  as 
though  he  deemed  himself  formed  but  to  spurn 
those  beneatli  him.  la  short,  he  had  not  ap- 
peared for  a  long  time  among  tlie  crusaders ; 
and,  consequently,  the  Knight  of  Montalban 
was  proclaimed  by  all  men  worthy  to  stand  forth, 
the  champion  of  the  whole  Christian  host.  To 
this  intent  a  formal  answer  was  returned  to  the 
nnknowu  Saracen,  through  his  envoy.  At  length 
the  day  appointed  for  tlie  combat  arrived ;  the 
listtf  having  been  duly  pitched  without  the  walls 
of  Ptolemais,  the  young  King  of  Jerusalem  was 
■elected  as  the  arbiter  uf  the  held,  and  a  tem- 
porary throne  was  erected  for  him  and  his  fair 
bride.  The  morning  had  arisen  bright  and 
cloudless,  in  all  the  splendour  I  Iiave  been  wont 
to  behold  in  Eastern  chmes ;  and  ere  yet  the 
ffgn   had   attained    hia   noon-day    height,    the 
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covered  gallenes  were  filled  with  spectators  of 
the  approaching  combat.  When  the  Saracen 
cbampioo  arrived  within  the  lists,  (which  the 
courtesy  of  the  Christians  allowed  him  to  do 
first),  we  were  no  less  astounded  at  bis  lofty 
bearing,  than  at  his  powerful  and  athletic  form. 
He  wa£  in  faith  a  proper  man  to  look  at :  broad 
shouldered — open  chested — tall  and  stalwart. 
His  armour  1  presently  detected  to  be  of  Mi- 
lanese wtH'k  mans  hip,  and  of  a  most  rare  and  ex- 
quisite fashion ;  burnished  withal,  was  it,  like  a 
mirror,  and  witb  such  surface  as  I  had  weened 
none  could  produce  but  a  Christian  esquire  most 
perfect  in  his  art.  His  shield  was  a  plain  table 
of  antente,  without  device  or  motto.  Thus  ac- 
coutred, and,  saving  a  silver  crescent  beneath  his 
sable  plume,  bearing  no  badge  of  his  misbelief, 
he  entered  the  lists,  followed  by  a  few  horsemen 
and  a  long  train  of  sable  attendants  on  foot,  all 
arrayed  after  the  manner  of  the  country.  Six 
Christian  knights  of  noble  birth  rode  into  the 
Uste  with  my  master,  each  of  whom  was  attend- 
ed by  bis  esquires  and  aien  at  arms,  making  in 
all  a  brave  array.  Oh  !  'twas  a  goodly  and  a 
gallant  sight  to  behold  tliose  gentle  knights 
pricking  joyously  onward,  with  my  valiant  and 
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undaunted  young  master  in  tlie  centre ;  their 
liolms  and  corsleta  glittering  in  the  sun's  rays, 
and  their  tall  plumes  dancing  aloft,  and  waving 
to  the  passing  breeze  ;  -while  tlieir  silken  scarfs, 
all  gaily  broidered  by  some  fair  hand,  and 
fastened  athwart  their  breasts,  fluttered  like  fairy 
pennons,  you  might  have  thought  they  held 
a  race  with  their  wearers,  and  strove  to  pass 
tliem  in  the  course.  Two  heralds  were  appointed 
to  perform  the  duties  of  the  ground,  and, 
having  properly  recited  the  terms  of  the  com- 
bat, they  sounded  their  trumpets  in  the  ears  of 
the  impatient  champions.  Fiercely  they  spurred 
forward  like  fleet  hounds  loosed  from  the  hunts- 
man's leash  upon  their  prey,  and,  marvellous  to 
tell !  the  Saracen  stood  the  shock  of  the  English 
Kniglit  as  he  had  been  a  rock  of  adamant ;  while 
all  men  had  looked  that  he  should  go  down  be- 
fore my  master's  lance,  like  a  fruil  bark  before 
the  tide  of  a  mountain  torrent.  But,  mark  you, 
Lady,  the  crafty  Saracen — God  wot  how — backed 
a  gallant  destrier  of  true  Norman  breed,  and  he 
bad  exchanged  his  light  steel  javelin  for  a  weighty 
and  tough  ashen  lance,  and  well  he  did  so ;  for 
your  small  springy  war  horses  of  desert  blood 
ftre  as  little  fitted  to  cope  with  the  pouderous 
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steeds  of  our  chivalry  as  are  the  eastern  spears 
able  to  reach  the  length  of  our  good  lances.  I 
said  the  Saracen  stood  the  shock  manruUy ;  and 
though  each  weapon  was  shivered  into  frag- 
ments up  to  the  very  vamplet,  the  combatants 
rode  steadily  on,  and  returned  to  their  ground 
unmoved  as  statues  of  steel.  To  each  of  them 
was  straightway  delivered  a  fresh  lancp,  and 
after  a  brief  pause  the  signal  was  given,  and  they 
dashed  onward  to  the  second  course.  Again 
these  stout  and  valiant  champions  encountered 
with  the  same  fierceness,  (for  I  trow  each  had  by 
this  learned  to  dread  the  prowess  of  his  oppo- 
nent), and  with  the  same  issue  as  in  the  first 
course ;  save  that  the  Saracen  brake  not  his  lance 
with  hke  force,  inasmuch  as  his  stroke  was  not 
aimed  full  and  fair  in  the  centre  of  my  master's 
shield  :  though,  by  St.  George,  I  accoxmt  it  no 
hard  task  to  strike  true  upon  Sir  Roland's  brave 
Silver  Falcon,  rising  as  she  is  with  wings  extend- 
ed upon  a  field  as  black  as  night.  For  tbe 
third  time  the  trumpets  rung  across  the  plain, 
and  breathlessly  we  looked  for  the  tennination 
of  this  well-contested  fight.  I  marked  that  the 
aim  with  which  each  knight  directed  his  weapon 
was  this  time  doubly  sure  and  steady,  and  I 
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woold  hare  wagered  a  flask  of  Gaacony  against 
a  eup  of  muddy  ale»  upon  an  equal  splintering 
tf  lances*  But  fiite  had  otherwise  ordained* 
Just  in  the  centre  of  the  ground,  the  Saracen's 
hoarse  swenred  slightly  from  his  course,  and 
though  his  well  skilled  rider  strove  manfully  to 
hring  him  up  with  bit  and  spur,  the  trifling 
sweep  brought  the  Saracen  to  the  charge  so 
much  out  of  the  line  he  had  intended,  that  he 
leoeived  the  stroke  of  his  opponent's  lance  on 
the  very  edge  of  his  shield.  It  glanced  ofi*,  as 
might  be  expected,  and,  (while  his  own,  mark 
jtm,  was  fairly  splintered)  it  smote  him  se- 
Teaiely  in  the  side.  To  this  hour  I  believe  Sir 
Soland  forbore  to  use  the  advantage  thus 
given  him;  for  the  lance's  point  entered  the 
armour  just  where  the  corslet  joined  on  to  the 
garde-de-reines,  and,  had  my  master  lent  it  but 
the  mere  jerk  of  his  arm,  a  deep,  haply,  a  &tal 
wound  must  have  been  inflicted.  As  it  was, 
kowever,  no  blood  was  drawn,  but  the  infidel 
xeeled  in  his  saddle  and  lost  his  balance.  Well 
nigfay  indeed,  had  he  pulled  his  horse  backwards, 
far  the  good  steed  toudied  the  earth  with  his 
iMuiches,  but  he  was  of  prodigious  weight  and 
•txcngthi  so  that  he  yidded  not  to  the  mde 
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hand  of  his  lider,  and,  plunging  forward,  ro 
covered  himself  and  the  diecomfited  Saracen. 
The  Falcon  Knight  passed  on,  amid  loud  cries 
of  joy  from  the  galleries,  and  waved  his  lance 
on  tugb  in  token  of  detiance.  So,  likewise,  did 
his  foe ;  albeit,  I  could  see  that  when  he  raised 
his  weapon  it  was  with  leas  nerve,  and  an  arm 
somewhat  enfeebled,  '  I  willingly  grant  thee 
time  for  recruiting  thy  strength,  friend  Saracen,' 
exclaimed  my  master,  'an  thou  becst  so  hardy 
as  to  try  the  fate  of  anoUier  course ;  for  though, 
by  the  terms  on  which  we  meet,  he  is  accounted 
vanquished  who  suffers  most  severely  in  three 
courses ;  yet,  seeing  thee  to  have  performed 
a  feat  this  day,  which  half  the  chivalry  in 
Christendom  would  forfeit  tiie  greater  moiety  of 
their  possessions  to  have  done,  and  withal  that 
thou  hast  shown  thyself  right  knightly  in  all 
that  might  beseem  a  Christian  warrior,  I  leave 
it  with  thee  to  demand  another  course,  and  to 
affix  thereto  thine  own  terms.'  Having  thus 
epoken,  my  master  lowered  his  visor,  and  was 
turning  to  his  own  party,  when  he  was  recalled 
by  Prince  John,  who  rose  from  liis  throne  and 
addressed  him,  if  I  remember  aright,  somewhat 
to  this  intent^   '  Nobly  hast  thou  spoken,  Sir 
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Knight  of  the  Rising  Falcon,  and  though  I  know 
the  loftiness  of  soul  which  ever  accompanies  true 
valour,  I  marvel  much  at  a  piece  of  courtesy  so 
imlooked  for,  towards  one  whom  we  might  well 
pronounce  vanquished ;  and  yet,  over  whom 
had  I  been  declared  victor,  I  swear  by  my  fa- 
ther's crest  I  should  esteem  myself  indeed 
worthy  of  this  crown  and  sceptre.  Natheless, 
such  is  the  esteem  in  which  we  hold  the  welfare 
of  so  renowned  a  knight,  and  such  the  need  in 
which  we  at  this  time  stand  of  every  strong  arm 
that  may  be  extended  in  our  holy  cause,  that  it 
seems  not  good  to  us,  who  have  been  called  to 
so  high  an  estate  in  this  realm,  to  allow  the 
further  continuance  of  this  combat.  Wherefore, 
in  our  capacity  of  arbiter  of  the  field,  thus  do 
we  forbid  it  to  go  forth,  and  command  that  no 
lance  be  placed  in  rest  for  the  furtherance  there- 
of.' So  sajring,  he  cast  his  truncheon  to  the 
ground,  a  signal  that  evinced  his  imalterable 
deteraiination.  Applause  was  loudly  uttered 
by  all  the  spectators,  and  Sir  Roland  bowed 
somewhat  coldly  to  the  decision.  In  the  next 
instant  a  herald  stepped  forth,  and  annoimced 
that  the  Saracen,  having  been  more  severely 
wounded  than  it  appeared  at  first,  prayed  the 
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noble  Knight  of  Montalban  to  excuse  his 
turning  thanks  in  person  for  so  much  gcnerogity; 
and  that  as  there  was,  in  those  Usts,  no  appeal 
from  the  judgment  of  the  artnter,  be  acluKMF- 
ledged  himself  vanqaisbed  according  to  all  the 
laws  of  arms.  Hereupon  the  whole  company 
retired  firom  the  Usts,  doubtless  marrelling  greatly 
at  the  prowess  shown  by  the  mibaptized  chaai- 
pion  of  the  Saracens.  My  master  bade  fiueweU 
to  his  noble  comrades,  and  having  giren  me  faif 
shield  and  lance,  we  withdrew  from  the  bsta; 
our  purpose  being  to  reach  our  dwelling  in  the 
suburbs  of  tbe  city,  by  a  circuitons  but  pleaaant 
road  that  lay  through  some  woods  skirting  the 
northern  walls." 
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{       Do  seek  rerenge  in  fair  and  open  field, 
WUUng  to  meet  their  foes  on  equal  terms, 
Roire'er  unwortbj.    Cowards  ever  lurk 
In  smhnsh,  whenee  tlieymay  dsal^theii  deadly  blow 
Against  the  unshielded  bosom. 

Old  Plat. 

"Our  road,"  thus  continued  Morice,  'May 
through  a  thick  grove  of  palms,  and  other  trees 
of  eastern  growth,  the  straight  trunks  of  which 
were  buried  in  grass  so  tall  and  thick  that  it 
seemed  like  one  vast  plump  of  spears.  The  path 
was  of  ample  width,  though,  by  reason  of  the 
lofty  trees,  somewhat  dark ;  moreover  it  inclined 
gently  downwards,  till  it  descended  into  a  sort 
of  dingle.  And  now,  I  pray  you  mark  me  well, 
£>r  I  come,  in  a  sort,  to  the  very  jnrecipice  of  my 
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stray.  Slowly  Sir  Roland's  good  steed  paced 
down  the  declivity.  Contrary  to  bis  wont,  my 
master  bad  retained  his  destrier  ailer  the  en- 
counter, and  the  animal  (you  remember  the  gal- 
lant hoi'se  he  called  Red  Norman)  was  some- 
what wearied  with  his  toils.  The  reins  hung 
loosely  on  his  neck,  and  the  Knight,  for  very  want 
of  thought  I  ween,  hrandislted  aloft  liis  battle 
axe,  and  twirled  it  to  and  fro  without  intent  or 
purpose,  as  I  have  seen  a  child  flourish  its 
bauble.  On  a  sudden  we  heard  a  rush  of  some 
heavy  body  through  the  long  grass  of  the  wood, 
and,  with  the  velocity  of  an  arrow  sped  from  a 
Btout  archer's  bow,  a  man  sprang  from  among 
the  trees,  and  stood  directly  in  Sir  Roland's 
path.  From  bis  garb,  I  presently  knew  him  for 
one  of  the  sable  attendants  who  had  followed 
the  Saracen  to  the  lists,  and  I  was  about  to 
reprove  his  unmannerly  interruption  of  our  pro- 
gress, when,  prostrating  himself  after  the  fashion 
of  his  country,  he  said,  in  good  Nonnan,  '  Let 
him,  whose  emblem  is  the  Silver  Falcon,  beware 
of  the  crouching  and  hidden  tiger:  slow  is  his 
course,  but  sure  his  spring,  and  deadly  his 
gripe.'  My  master  was  now,  as  I  thought,  about 
to  quesUon  the  slave  further,  nheu  I  called  his 
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attention  to  the  sound  of  footsteps  approaching, 
from  another  quarter  of  the  grove.  The  slave 
too  heard  it,  and  he  exclaimed  rapidly,  '  Alas, 
gentle  Christians,  my  warning  comes  too  late. 
Thy  foes  are  indeed  near  at  hand,  yet  it  may  after- 
wards advantage  thee  to  be  now  advised  in  this 
one  thing.  Prefer  an  honourable  ransom  to  a 
dishonourable  death.  He  who  dieth  the  death 
of  a  dog,  not  only  loseth  all  hope  of  revenge, 
but  he  ceaseth  to  live  in  the  memory  of  the 
brave.'  With  these  words  he  darted  among  the 
trees,  and,  as  he  was  lost  to  our  view,  the  sounds 
tre  had  before  remarked  seemed  to  come  at 
once  close  upon  our  hearing ;  but  as  yet  nothing 
appeared  in  the  path.  I  forced  my  dear  master^ 
albeit  much  against  his  will,  to  take  his  lance 
and  shield,  and  entreated  him  to  lower  his  visor; 
and  be  in  readiness  for  some  unknown  danger. 
Scarce  had  he  complied  with  my  entreaty,  when 
two  men,  habited  like  the  first  slave,  rushed 
from  the  wood  into  the  path  before  us.  I  could 
not  but  smile  to  look  on  them,  for  they  spoke 
not,  neither  offered  to  advance,  but  with  me- 
nacing features,  and  their  scimitars  upraised; 
they  stared  on  us  like  two  spell-stricken  de- 
mons.   Afler  a  few  moments,  my  master  de- 
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manded,  'What  seek  the  iasoleiit  knaves?'  To 
the  which  plain  question,  they  making  do  an- 
swer, he  called  out  in  high  anger,  '  Then  give 
place.degraded  scum  of  the  heathen  land. — By  the 
true  cross,  'tia  not  our  wont  to  brook  jests  from 
euch  as  ye  are.' — Upon  this,  one  of  them,  GmiUng 
scornfully,  answered  in  a  stifled  voice,  '  Verily 
we  jest  not,  good  Knight,  we  play  our  parts  in 
all  good  reason.  Pause  awhile,  and  thou  mayest 
hear  of  our  purpose  frcim  those  best  able  to 
Epeak  it.'  Our  eyes  were  at  this  moment  fixed 
upon  the  slaves,  and  all  was  quiet  in  the  wood 
behind  us,  but  suddenly  the  same  rusliiog  sound 
agaiu  arose,  added  to  which  there  was  the  tread 
of  a  heavy  war-horse,  while  the  slave  said  aloud, 
'  Even  now,  Christian,  turn,  and  behold  your 
destruction?'  We  looked  round,  and  you  may 
judge  of  our  surprise,  when  we  beheld  the  Sara- 
cen  champion  armed  at  all  points,  charging  down 
the  hill,  and  followed  by  a  long  train  of  slaves, 
resembling  in  appearance  those  before  us.  Ar- 
rived witliin  an  hundred  paces  of  our  ground, 
the  Saracen  drew  up,  and  his  only  mounted 
attendant  rode  forward  and  said  aloud,  '  Be  it 
known  to  you.  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban,  whom 
men  call  also  Knight  of  the  Silver  Falcon,  that 
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I  am  here  in  the  name  of  the  miknown  Saracen, 
your  foe  of  this  morning,  declaring  his  accept- 
ance of  your  offer  to  run  another  course ;  the 
which  he  was  in  the  open  lists  withheld  from 
dcnng  by  the  interference  of  the  royal  arbiter. 
Moreover,  Sir  Falcon  Knight,  lest  his  eagerness 
to  renew  the  fight  should  escape  your  memory 
by  reason  of  delay,  he  selects  for  the  course  this 
same  spot  on  which  you  now  stand,  and  for  the 
time,  this  present  moment ;  and  he  holds  you]a 
pitiful  coward  and  a  braggart  if  you  refuse  to 
maintain  your  own  challenge  upon  such  terms* 
Now,  therefore,  fly,  or  stand  forth  and  maintain 
your  boasted  prowess,  Sir  Falcon  Knight.  If 
you  choose  the  latter,  pray  God  and  your  lady, 
as  your  fantastic  customs  dictate  to  you,  that 
your  arm  may  be  strengthened ;  for  though  not 
slightly  hint  in  his  former  encounter,  by  all  you 
beUeve  in  your  four  Eyangelists  you  have  a  foe 
worth  contending  with!'  Much  was  I  asto- 
nished, both  at  the  matter  of  this  self-styled 
herald's  discourse,  and  at  the  good  terms  in 
which  it  ran.  But  ^twere  hard  indeed  an  these 
infidel  hounds  learned  not  some  good  from  our 
swords  and  lances.  My  master  vouchsafed  not 
any  answer,  i^ye  by  waving  his  lance  in  tok«m 
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of  his  willingness,  and  then  speedily  Bxing  it  in 
rest  By  mine  halidom,  'twas  well  I  had  per- 
suaded him  to  arm  himself,  since  short  lime  was 
now  given  for  preparation.  The  Saracen  seemed 
anxious  to  gain  every  advantage  afforded  him  by 
his  sudden  appearance;  for,  shouting  at  the  top 
of  his  lungs,  *  look  then  to  thyself,  Christian,'  he 
spurred  furiously  down  the  hill  without  further 
parley.  And  now  right  gallantly  did  Red  Nor- 
man maintain  his  repute.  His  master  had  in- 
deed given  him  all  the  advantage  that  could  be 
gained  in  so  bad  a  position,  for  he  had  reined 
him  back,  and  placed  him  on  the  level.  My 
heart  beat  high  when  I  beheld  the  Saracen  in  full 
career,  ere  yet  Red  Norman  had  fairly  seen  his 
foe :  but  the  noble  beast  wheeled  round  a  tree, 
obedient  to  the  bit  as  your  Limousin  jennet,  and 
bounding  forward,  encountered  the  Saracen  in 
the  direct  line  of  his  charge.  Both  lances  flew 
to  shivers;  Sir  Roland  keeping  his  seat  man- 
fully, while  his  antagonist  bent  backwards  under 
his  stroke.  My  master  shouted  as  he  passed  on, 
'  Saracen,  our  strife  is  mortal ;  thou  hast  sought 
thy  fate !'  He  reined  in,  ond  drew  forth  his 
battle-axe,  but,  perceiving  that  the  other  hesi- 
tated to  ann  himself  with  the  like,  he  called  out 
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to  me,  '  Ho !  Morice,  lend  me  thine  axe,  'tis  a 
goodlier  weapon  than  mine;  and,  by  the  con* 
fession  of  Sir  Reginald  de  Beauvoir,  it  bears 
twice  the  metal/ — Haply,  Madam,  you  may 
remember  that  tournament  in  which  Sir  Roland 
ibore  away  the  palm — ^but  I  may  not  wander — 
I  sprang  forward  at  his  call ;  and,  oh  fatal 
act !  by  that  was  his  fate  accompUshed.  My 
eye  was,  of  course,  drawn  from  one  side, 
^d,  while  he  raised  himself  in  the  saddle  and 
Bhook  the  axe,  to  try  its  weight,  and  give  full 
force  to  his  sweep,  a  slave  crept  serpent-like 
£x)m  out  the  grass,  and  stealing  under  the 
horse's  belly,  seized  the  ELnight's  foot,  and  in 
one  instant  threw  him  out  of  the  saddle.  Per- 
chance he  even  then  had  not  fallen,  but  that  at 
the  same  moment  the  axe  of  the  Saracen  de* 
scended  with  full  weight  upon  his  helmet.  He 
rolled  on  the  earth ;  and,  as  the  Saracen  sprung 
from  his  horse,  tlie  whole  line  of  slaves  rushed 
upon  the  prostrate  ELnight,  seized  him,  and 
already  their  daggers  hung  ghttering  in  his 
eyes — " 

.  ''  And  thou,  traitorous  coward,"  exclaimed  the 
Lady  Bertha,  bursting  in  upon  the  narrative  at 
this  point  of  agonizing  interest^  ''  didst  thou 
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stan<]  by,  looking  citlmiy  upon  tlie  death  pn^ 
paring  for  iby  ma»UT  ?  Speak — what  ifidtt 
thou  '. " 

"  By  the  soul  of  my  father !"  rfplitil  Murice, 
veliemently, "  they  had  beforrhand  taken  ihongfat 
fur  my  safety,  and  at  thnt  timr;  1  lay  well  n^l 
atiHed  under  the  woipht  of  n  ntund  Aozau  of 
these  black  buunds ;  thim-^h  I  could  Ix-bold  tbs 
crowd  of  them  around  ray  ma<iler.  And  Oua 
hung  the  dii^gen;  over  his  breasl,  like  titirsty 
reptileB,  awaiting  the  signal  that  ihould  gin 
tbem  to  drink  deeply  of  his  heart's  blood.  But 
the  fiend  whose  power  they  owned  hesitated 
to  give  the  signal.  There  was  a  pause — a  short 
but  tenible  pause.  The  Saracen  gaied  upon 
my  master's  countenance,  and  liis  fierce  eyes 
glared  (rightfully  through  the  bars  of  his  visor: 
I  was  lower,  and  I  could  see  them  roll  like  fire- 
balls about  to  dart  into  the  very  vitals  of  hia 
prostrate  foe.  My  poor  master  looked  upwards, 
albeit  unable  to  articulate  a  word  for  the  tight 
grasp  of  the  Saracen's  mailed  hand  upon  his 
throat.  1  cannot  tell  the  train  of  thought  that 
in  those  few  moment  rushed  through  the  In- 
fidel's mind;  but  he  seemed  to  hesitate  awhile, 
and  then,  relaxing  hia  hold  on  Sir  Roland's 
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throat,  he  said  in  a  low  hoarse  voice, '  Though 
the  simple  motion  of  mine  arm  would  doom 
thee  to  death.  Christian,  without  any  act  of 
my  own,  yet,  for  that  thou  hast  borne  thy- 
self valiantly  according  to  the  estimation  of 
thy  people,  I  grant  thee  thy  choice  between 
m  dog^s  death,  or  a  noble^s  ransom  ;  speak ! 
a  moment  decides  thy  fate !'  Heaven  be 
thanked  that  I  was  just  able  to  call  out 
'  Remember  the  slave's  warning !'  My  master 
heard  me  and  replied  to  his  victor,  that  he  must 
perforce  render  himself  a  prisoner,  rescue  or  no 
rescue ;  albeit  his  capture  was  at  once  contrary 
to  all  the  laws  of  chivalry,  basely  compassed, 
and  ungenerous  before  God  and  man.  The  Sa- 
racen spoke  not,  but  made  a  signal  for  his  slaves 
to  retire.  They  obeyed,  and  when  we  were 
both  released,  the  base  wretch  mounted  his 
steed  and  sent  to  us  the  same  horseman  who 
had  before  aped  the  part  of  a  herald.  This 
fellow  made  known  to  us  that  the  ransom  of 
Sir  Roland  was  fixed  at  five  thousand  crowns, 
which  sum  was  to  be  paid  down  witliin  twelve 
months  in  the  city  of  Ptolemais,  and  that  in 
default  thereof  he  should  proclaim  the  Christian 
Knight  manswom  and  recreant  among  Christians 
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and  true  Knight^  was  this  the  first  thy  iiiastt  r 
heud  of  the  French  inYasion ;  had  he  no  com- 
mnmcation  thereon  with  others  ?" 

^  As  there  is  a  power  above^  Lady,  he  had  no 
knowledge  of  it  till  he  reached  England  !  and 
great  indeed  was  his  grief  at  being  greeted  on 
his  return  home  by  so  sad  a  piece  of  news." 

^Blessed  Saints!  I  am  grateful  to  you!" 
exclaimed  Bertha,  ferrently,  while  soft  tears 
gushed  from  her  beautiful  and  upraised  eyes. — 
^  My  Roland  is  then  guiltless  of  the  charges 
brought  against  him.  Alas,  that  a  thought  in- 
jurious to  him  should  ever  have  rested  for  a 
angle  moment  in  the  breast  of  his  own  Bertha !" 

In  the  enthusiasm  of  her  joy  she  had 
almost  forgotten  the  presence  of  Morice,  and 
with  a  deep  blush  that  rendered  her  even  more 
lovely  in  his  partial  eyes,  she  demanded  in  a 
tixie  of  assumed  calmness,  ''  But  wherefore 
shrinks  your  master  from  joining  himself  to  the 
royal  force?" 

"  Over  God's  forbode,  sweet  lady,  that  were 
in  sooth  a  proper  piece  of  wit !  To  leave  his 
name  in  Palestine  stained  with  dishonour,  and 
he  a  follower  of  the  cross ! — never — never.     In- 
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cUnation  would  doubtless  bid  him 
amid  the  stirring  scenes  wc  may  from  all  ac- 
counts expect  to  behold  in  merry  England  ;  but 
no — my  master  will  be  true  prisoner,  and  now 
seeks  but  to  gather  up  his  ransom  (for  which  pur- 
pose he  must  place  in  pawn,  to  soiiie  rascal  Jew, 
certain  lands  of  his  barony  of  Montalban)  tliat 
he  may  forthwith  wend  back  to  Holy  land. 
For  the  matter  of  the  disguise  he  assumed  ;  you 
must  know  well  enough  the  light  conscience  of 
our  good  King,  (whom  God  preserve!)  to  sec 
that  were  the  arrival  of  so  jiowerful  a  Knight  an 
my  master,  once  made  known,  he  wuuld  find  it  a. 
hard  matter  to  escape  the  royal  mandate,  in  spite 
of  religious  vows,  or  respect  to  Knightly  honour. 

"  I  understand  you,  Morice,  he  cannot  appear, 
as  he  should,  in  his  own  noble  character;  and 
the  brave — the  good  Knight  of  Montalhan  must 
consent  to  steal  through  his  country — nay, 
through  the  very  halls  of  his  fathers — a  house- 
less wanderer.  But  I  would  fain  know  how  long 
thy  master  proposes  remaining  in  the  country." 

"  No  longer  than  is  required  to  gather  up 
his  ransom,  and  to  snatch  a  hasty  interview 
with  such  of  his  friends  as  may  wish  him 
well.     And  oh,  Madam,  need  I  tell  you,  that 
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there  is  one,  above  all  others,  H'liom  tlic  Kiiight 
wishes  to  behold  cace  ere  he  agata  bids  farewell 
to  his  native  land?" 

As  the  faithful  Esqaire  thus  spoke,  his  eyes 
were  imploringly  fixed  upon  the  Lady  Bertha, 
and  fsUling  upun  one  knee,  he  continued  nith 
increasing  enei^ ;  "  Deem  me  not  too  bold, 
JUadam,  that  in  bis  name  I  assume  this  attitude 
of  entreaty.  You  know  me  for  his  old  and 
trustworthy  servitor ;  one  who  lias  followed  hia 
fortunes  since  the  day  when  his  father  fell 
pierced  by  an  arrow  from  the  walls  of  Angiers. 
Time,  and  the  great  love  I  bear  him,  have  dis- 
closed to  me  the  deepest  recesses  of  my  master's 
heart;  nor  has  he  shrunk  from  confiding  his 
hopes,  his  feare,  and  his  aspirations  to  the  rougli 
but  faithful  bosom  of  Morice  Durand.  Again  I 
entreat  you  to  pardon  me,  if  I  transgress  the 
bounds  of  due  respect " 

"  Hush  !"  interrupted  Bertha  at  this  moment, 
casting  an  anxious  glance  towards  the  door; 
**  Some  one  approaches — heard  you  no  noise  1 — 
Yet  say  quickly  what  is  it  you  would  ask  ?" 

*'  1  hear  steps  below,"  said  Morice ;  "  the 
moment  is  urgent.  Hear  mc  then.  I  know 
the  low  esteem  in  which   Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy 
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holds  the  Koigbt  of  Moatalban :  I  know 
that  his  presence  would  greatly  anger  the  Lord 
of  ChilhaiQ,  hut  still  I  implore  you  to  grant  my 
master  one  short  parting  interview.  Who 
knows,  Lady,  that  either  of  you  may  be  spared  for 
another?  The  wide  ocean  will  ere  long  roll 
between  you,  and  great  are  the  perils  of  the 
Crusader.  Oh  speak  assentingly, Madam;  will 
you  see  Sir  Iloland  unknown  to  your  father? 
Merciful  powers !  Some  one,  indeed,  ascends 
the  stair — ^know  that  he  will  come  this  night  to 
the  castle,  in  the  same  disguise  aa  I  now  wear." 

"  Alack  the  day !  —  for  what  comes  he  ? 
Would  he  meet  my  father's  anger — haply  excite 
suspicion  by  his  disguise  ? — Few — I  should  say 
none  here,  would  be  deceived." 

"  To  see  you,  Lady,  is  his  sole  object,  and  if 
be  must  needs  &ce  the  Baron,  he  will  appear 
in  the  assumed  character  of  a  pilgrim  just  re- 
turned from  the  Holy  land,  who  bring  news  of 
Sir  Roland  of  Montalban." 

"  Tis  well — I  consent,"  said  Bertha,  speak- 
ing more  rapidly,  as  the  footsteps  grew  louder; 
"  and  let  him  hint  that  Roland  is  expected  shortly 
to  arrive,  marking  well  the  effect  of  such  com- 
mtmication  on  my  father.     Yet  a  moment — ^was 
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not  Tristan  de  Vertain  habited  also  as  you  are  ? 
It  may  cause  fatal  error  to  arise.  But  I  will 
pray  for  the  success  of  his  scheme.  Farewell, 
faithful  Morice — I  have  already  remained  too 
long." 

Morice  had  no  time  for  further  explanation, 
the  footsteps  having  already  nearly  reached  the 
threshold,  but  he  took  the  precaution  of  extin- 
guishing the  lamp,  so  that  no  light  might  be 
thrown  upon  the  form  of  the  Lady  Bertha.  In 
the  mean  time  she  rushed  from  the  guard-room, 
and  flew  down  the  winding  stair  with  such  rapi- 
dity as  not  to  perceive  that  the  person  whom  she 
passed  was  Julian  the  Page,  although  he  bore  in 
his  hand  a  newly  lighted  torch. 

That  sagacious  youth  now  entered  tlie  guard- 
room. Amazement  at  tlie  apparition  wliicli  had 
just  flitted  past  him  almost  rendered  him  speech- 
less; nor  was  his  wonder  diminished  when  he 
perceived  that  Morice  was  not  only  in  total 
darkness,  but  appeared  as  if  he  had  just  been 
awakened  from  a  sound  sleep.  A  few  words, 
however,  sufficed  for  mutual  explanations  to  the 
satisfaction  of  both  parties,  after  which  JuHan 
informed  him  that  as  no  impediment  would  now 
be  presented  to  his  gaining  the  gate  unperceived. 
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lie  most  lose  no  time  in  deporting  from  the  cos- 
tie.  They  accordingly  stole  down  the  winding 
etair  as  silently  as  possible,  and  after  threading 
many  passages  for  the  purpose  of  avoiding  any 
mmates  of  the  castle  who  might  not  yet  have 
retired  to  rest,  they  reached  the  porter's  lodge. 
Here  some  time  was  occupied  by  Julian  in  giving 
his  companion  in  the  adventure  directions  for  hiti 
conduct  in  the  execution  of  their  plans :  all  of 
which,  as  their  success  or  failure  will  appear 
hereafter,  we  forbear  to  detail  at  present  (for 
which,  may  the  spirit  of  Bcmardus  forgive  ub  !) 
With  many  good  wishes,  lie  then  dismissed  the 
faithful  Esquire  on  his  nocturnal  expedition. 
This  done,  he  returned  to  the  lodge  of  his  friend 
and  close  ally,  Adam  Turvile  and  whispering  in 
the  ready  ears  of  that  official  a  sentence  of  which 
the  only  audible  words  were  butlerij,  cellar,  and 
Gascony — he  bade  him  a  good  night,  and  re- 
tired to  court  sleep  on  his  own  pillow  with  what 
success  he  might. 


CHAPTER  TIL 


Dtri, —  In  Hootli  be  ii  a  very  prince  of  miusucls; 

Beoring  liim  like  a  rigLi  courleous  genllemon. 
And  or  ao  rare  n  v'lt  witbal,  ibllt  he  sliall 
Pom  ye  forth  a  love  ditty,  or  romttunt, 
As  quick  13  April  tlouJa  send  showers  down. 
Lbuhc, — Nqr.  more  (liul.  Sir,  lie  is  hi  aclioolad 

In  tliit  ^real  nursery  ilie  n-orld,  ibat  Le 

lUlli  iMrned  to  rcait  itis  secrels  of  maa's  beut 

DAva  or  the  Caetu. 

Once  more,  gentle  readerj  wc  arc  under  the 
necessity  of  following  the   order  observed  by 
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We  need  not  repeat  that  Sir  Tristan  de  Tataia 
had  taken  every  precaution  againi^t  Aufleringu^ 
communication  between  hitt  brother  in  amu  and 
the  tnnialei*  of  Cliilhiim.  And  while  this  baM 
Knight  was  Bwrttiy  n-jtiiunf-  as  he  cdnteinplatod 
the  progress  of  hiti  dark  Hchemex,  the  aoUe 
Roland,  ignorant  of  his  ntachmationd,  was  cod- 
K>led  in  abienee  by  the  hope  (hut  iliree  meuei^ 
gers,  whom  he  had  despatched  ujMin  difiereot 
occasion?,  would  suffice  to  as^urv  the  Lady 
Bertha  of  hk  well-being,  and  continued  faith. 

On  two  occasi(Hi9  indeed,  Sir  Tristan  easily 
succeeded  in  winning  over  to  his  interests  the 
messengers  of  his  unsuspecting  brother  in  arms, 
they  being  men  little  known  to  thoir  employer, 
and  creatures  whose  sordid  pouIs  acknowledged 
DO  interest  but  that  of  gold.  But  the  bearer  of  the 
last  token  was  a  man  of  another  nature,  and  one 
ill  adapted  to  become  the  tool  of  any  iniquitous 
or  imderhand  proceedings  ;  and  the  sequel  will 
show  that  Tristan  de  Vertain,  the  most  pr<)found 
Tillain  who  ever  dishonoured  the  name  of  knight- 
hood, was  made  the  dupe  of  the  very  man  who 
appeared  the  mere  humble  instrument  of  his  will. 

Giraud  de  Casalon,  commonly  called  Giraud 
the  Minstrel,  was  the  bom  viissal  of  Sir  Brian  de 
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Moiitalban,  the  father  of  Roland,  and  having  at 
a  very  early  age,  evinced  an  intellect  far  above 
his  statiou,  he  was,  by  the  generosity  of  his  lord, 
furnished  with  the  means  of  perfecting  himself 
in  the  gentle  art  of  minatrelBy.  The  instructions 
bestowed  on  him,  added  to  his  natural  powers  of 
mind,  enabled  him  at  length  to  arrive  at  a  pitch 
of  considerable  eminence  in  a  profession  which  iu 
the  days  of  chivalry  was  accounted  highly  ho- 
nourable, and  almost  sacred.  His  attachment 
to  the  house  of  Montalbau  was  deeply  rooted, 
and  commensurate  with  his  gratitude  towards  the 
author  of  his  elevation  in  society.  Unbidden, 
he  had  followed  Roland,  the  last  branch  of  the 
family,  to  the  Holy  land,  and  like  the  favoured 
Esquire,  Morice,  be  demeaned  himself  towards 
the  young  Knight,  at  once  with  the  humility  of 
an  obliged  dependant,  and  the  a^'ectionate  soli- 
citude of  a  guardian. 

When  at  length  the  amiouncement  of  another 
crusade,  under  the  young  Prince  whom  Philip 
Augustus  had  raised  to  the  throne  of  Jerusalem, 
rendered  the  prospect  of  his  return  still  more 
distant,  Sir  Roland  determined  upon  senduig  a 
third  token  to  the  Lady  Bertha :  and  the  better 
to  ensure  its  safe  deliver^-,  he  selected  the  faith- 
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fill  Giraud  tut  the  brarn'.  This  l>e  f«.-lt  to  be  tbo 
more' desirable,  m  ho  had  hitherto  ren-ivcd  no 
tidings  of  the  tnt-juiei !(;;<■»  whom  )«-  had  on  for- 
mtT  m-casioiis  entrusted  with  the  like  errand. 

Tristan  do  \''crtttin,  who  kept  a  constant  watch 
OD  the  motiona  of  his  cmiip:Lntun  in  nnn»,  «oon 
dis^-overed  his  project,  and  was  not  slow  in  found- 
uig  the  Minntrcl  upon  tlic  etrength  of  hin  fidelity 
toMardii  hiM  lord,  (irmt  indeed  wax  thtA  Knigfat'a 
delij^ht,  when  the  Minslrel,  diMiiuining  the  Itornw 
he  could  not  hut  feel  at  diftcoreriog  such  black 
villainy  under  so  specious  an  exterior,  declared 
with  a  significant  nod,  that  altx^it  he  loved  Sir 
Roland  as  he  loved  his  own  soul,  he  knew  of  no 
law  which  bade  him  be  wholly  blind  to  his  own 
interests ;  and  that  gold  was  an  ar^inient  whicli 
if  well  applied  might  overcome  all  hi.i  Rcruplea 
npon  the  score  of  past  favours.  Tristan,  deep 
and  cimning  as  he  thought  himself,  was  com- 
pletely deceived;  and  the  Minstrel  enjoyed  a 
double  satisfaction  in  the  anticipation  of  the  great 
service  he  should  render  his  beloved  master,  and 
in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  dupe  a  profound 
knave  and  a  most  accomplished  hypocrite. 

Oiraud  de  Casalon  was  well  versed  in  humia 
nature,  and  he  foresaw  that  by  bis  too  easy  ac- 
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quiescence  in  the  propcsals  of  Sir  Tristan,  he 
should  not  giun  credit  with  that  wily  and  sus- 
picious founder  of  plots  for  sincerity  in  his  de- 
fection, and  that  he  Bhould  consequently  fail  of 
gaining  that  unlimited  confidence  which  was  ne- 
cessary to  give  hini  a  knowledge  of  the  Knight's 
present  devices  and  fiiture  intentions.  He  was 
careful  therefore  to  affect  at  times  great  qualms 
of  conscience  at  the  ignoble  part  he  was  about 
to  play  in  betraying  the  trust  of  his  master;  and 
even  seemed  more  than  once  on  the  point  of  re- 
tracting liis  engagements.  Still  he  ever  con- 
trived to  leave  De  Vertain  impressed  with  the 
conviction  that  he  had  made  an  addition  to  the 
creatures  of  his  will,  no  less  important  than 
the  favoured  follower  of  the  man  he  aimed  at 
undoing. 

The  token  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  minstrel 
was  no  other  than  a  fi-agment  of  the  scarf  em- 
broidered by  the  fair  hands  of  the  Lady  Bertha, 
and  given  by  her  to  her  true  Knight,  as  she 
utteved  her  last  farewell.  It  was  enclosed  in  a 
small  casket  of  sandal-wood,  inlaid  with  gold, 
and  surmounted  by  the  Knight's  own  motto, 
vtigje  servcrai.  This,  De  Casalon  was  careful 
not  to  exhibit  to  hiB  new  patron,  but  allo^'ed 
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him  to  believe  that  u  me-ieenger  of  such  eiib^ 
bliehed  laith  veas  entrusted  with  a  verbal  enand 
totheLady  ofCliilham. 

It  wanted  yet  some  days  of  the  proclamatiOD 
made  by  the  S;iraccn  champion,  wluii  Tristaa 
obtained  what  lie  deemed  hid  final  triumph  over 
the  t>en£clesa  scruples,  and  womaniBh  fears  of 
the  Alinstrcl ;  and  it  was  in  the  foUuivni^  irords 
that  he  sjHike,  ere  he  dismissed  his  new  instru- 
ment upon  lijs  tr«i(lKTnus  cxpr'htinn.  Their 
cooference  had  been  held  in  the  inmost  recess  of 
the  Knight's  private  pavilion.  Day  had  sunk 
npon  the  fiendish  work  of  De  Vertain,  and  the 
shadows  of  evening  had  fallen  around,  t'nfulding 
in  gloom  and  darkness  the  hellish  e\pres.sion  of 
his  countenance,  as  he  continued  to  open  his 
views  and  plans  to  Giraud  de  Casalon. 

"And  now  thoa'rt  mine,  Sir  Minstrel,"  he 
said ;  "  mine  by  all  the  witnesses  in  hell,  and 
in " 

"  Name  not  that  other,"  interrupted  the  Min- 
strel, "  follower  of  the  cross  though  thou  bee'st ! 
— what  bond  can  link  the  two  ?" 

"  Pshaw !"  replied  the  Knight,  "  think 'et  thou 
I  am  one  inch  nearer  damnation — if  such  thou 
weakly  hold'st  there  be — that  I  stay  not  to  cull 
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my  words  like  one  of  tlie  craft?  But  let  it  pass. 
Mine,  I  say,  thou  hast  sworn  thyself;  the  willing 
inslniment  of  my  pleasure,  for  good  ()r  for  evil, 
as  shall  hereafter  seem  fitting  to  me,  I  have 
long  sought  a  spirit  like  tliine,  fertile  of  inven- 
tion, and  rapid  of  execution;  scorning  the  petty 
observances  that  fools  cleave  to.  Of  such  mould 
is  iny  own.  Now,  mark  me,  Giraud  :  witli  the 
morning's  dawn  I  leave  tliis  place.  Tis  given 
forth  that  I  am  urgently  summoned  to  England ; 
even  so  urgently,  that  I  may  not  await  the  re- 
turn of  Sir  Roland  to  bid  him  farewell ;  and  I 
would  have  that  commonly  supposed  to  be  the 
cause  of  my  so  secret  departure.  But  thou 
maycst  leam  hereafter " 

He  paused  a  moment;  then  frowning  darkly 
upon  the  Minstrel,  added,  "  that  which  I  will 
not  now  entrust  even  to  thee.  For  thyself, 
thou  must,  in  very  truth,  to  England  (mark 
me,  as  though  on  tlie  bidding  of  Sir  Roland) 
and  that  with  all  convenient  speed ;  nor  can'st 
thou  afterwards  perform  the  things  in  hand  too 
suddenly  to  pleasure  mc.  Thine  errand  1  war- 
rant thee  to  have  (veil  conned  and  dwelt  upon." 

"Aye,  that  have  I,  by  the  Holy  rood!" 
exclaimed  De  Casalon,  while  a  smile  of  bitter 
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deriEdoQ  played  around  liifl  lip,  wtiii-h,  but  tut 
the  darkness  that  reigned  aruuiui,  utit;)it  Imvn 
excited  suspicion  in  tht;  breast  of  De  VKtVuo} 
"  an  I  mistake  not,  1  Khsill  have  to  d'^jKnt  my' 
seM  somewhat  after  tliia  fimhioii,  wlu;n  I  wxk  Ut 
g^  speech  of  the  Ludy  Bttrtha,  VirtA,  you 
shall  understand,  beau  Sire,  I  am  bu  Ana  tlw 
dress  and  appearance  uf  a  palmer,  or  wui)flifrio|{ 
pilgrim.  Next  I,  with  luudi  myjtti;ry,  mxk  u 
word  i"th'  ear  of"  Mtuilcr  Julian,  my  I>/rd  of 
Chilham's  Page ;  then,  U>  hiit  '  what  iM^k  ywu, 
honest  wayfaier  V  I  shall  n^ply  by  a  dff\fiinwo 
eigh;  and  sighing,  suddenly  *>t.ep  O^rwurd  ajtd 
throw  off  my  cowl.  Tlieii,  bw  yuii,  wlu-ii  liw 
wtmdennent  at  my  mi  unlouked  jijr  urrivul  xhalj 
be  &irly  surpa£t;ed  by  the  evii  fiiR-tfikeiM^d  iu 
mine  aspect,  I  shall  solenmly,  and  in  the  devp- 
toned  accents  of  «o<?,  tell  him,  '  (mumI  Mu»tcr 
Julian,  noble  attendant  mxia  a  noble  uia«U>r, 
'tis  I,  in   very  sooth,  and  wlio  but  me.     Well 

may  you  marvel " " 

"  How,  Sir  MiiiKtrel,  would'i>t  reheante  thy 
whole  dialogue,  as  if  I  had  bid  ihee  coiujioMe  a 
tenson  on  the  epurof  tlie  moment?"  interrupted 
Tristan,  starting  up,  and  casting  an  angry  look 
upon  Giraud,  who  bad   rendered  hin  discourse 
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thus  circumstantial  for  the  sole  purpose  of  irri- 
tating him.  "  Briefly,  Sir  Minsti'el,  you  will 
gain  the  presence  of  the  Lady  Bertha  de  Lucy — 
by  what  means  it  matters  not— and  will  say  to 
her,  adding  thereto  what  ^^riety  of  circumstance 
and  interjectional  imprecation  you  may  hold 
fitting,  tiiat  she  wll  vainly  look  for  the  anival  of 
him  she  deems  her  true  Knight,  you  having  good 
assurance  that  Sir  Roland  is,  at  the  I'ery  moment 
wherein  you  speak,  enchained  in  a  far  distant 
land,  by  the  charms  of  some  infidel  beauty.*' 

"  I  am  well  schooled  in  my  task,"  said  Giraud, 
with  another  saixrastic  smile ;  "  but  seeing  tliat 
the  journey  before  me  is  long,  and  tliat  many 
events  may  happen  ere  we  again  meet,  I  pray 
you  to  pardon  me  that  I  demand  of  you  some- 
thing touching  the  payment  of  the  two  thousand 
crowns." 

"  Base  minded  wretch  ! — Abject  slave  of 
lucre ! "  he  exclaimed :  tlien  checking  his  rising 
anger,  he  continued  with  calm  contempt,  as 
he  threw  a  purse  of  money  towards  the  minstrel, 
"  But  wherefore  should  it  anger  me  ?  For  this 
thou  haat  sold  thy  services.  Take  it,  there  are 
three  hundred  ci-owus  and  more — 'tis  but  a  fore- 
taste of  my  liberality.     We  meet  in  England  aa 
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shortly  as  may  be,  when  I  shall  have  ottier  parte 
for  tliee  to  play.  Look  that  in  jounieyiutr  ihou 
bearest  not  thyself  too  haughtily,  nor  crowest  in 
too  high  a  key ;  othemise  I  may  cliance  to 
hear  of  it:  moreover,  bethink  thee  men  ever 
suspect  the  Iood,  who  ruffles  it  like  a  lord. 
And  DOW,  iare  thee  well,  good  Minstrel — and 
God  speed  thee  on  thine  errand  (here  he  laughed 
aJoud,  and  then  added),  though  1  had  better 
have  said  the  Devil,  in  respect  thine  errand  is 
not  an  over  godly  one." 

*'  The  Devil  will  speed  me,  an  I  do  thine 
errand,"  muttered  the  Minstrel,  as  he  gathered 
up  the  purse  of  crowns,  and  left  the  pavilion, 
unable  to  utter  a  farewell,  lest  his  indignation 
shonld  appear  in  his  speed. 

From  this  time  Sir  Roland  received  no  inti- 
mation of  the  movements  of  De  Vertain,  this 
latter  having  briefly  stated  by  a  single  message 
that  he  was  summoned  to  England  by  affairs 
admitting  of  no  delay,  and  that  he  should  pro- 
bably not  behold  his  brother  in  arms  for  many 
months. 

The  departure  of  Sir  Tristan  was  followed  by 
an  interval  of  repose  and  inactivity  in  the  camp 
of  the  Crusaders,  which  was  only  broken  by  the 
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jonsting  at  Ptolemais  between  the  unknown 
Saracen  and  Knight  of  Montalban,  The  inci- 
dents connected  with  that  combat  having  been 
related  at  fall  length  by  Morice  Durand,  in  that 
appropriate  language  for  the  adoption  of  which 
too  much  praise  cannot  be  yielded  to  the  holy 
Bemardus. 

How  the  Minstrel  sped  in  his  expedition,  we 
may  peradventure  be  enabled  to  make  known 
hereafter.  Our  readers  are,  at  least,  aware  that 
the  Lady  Bertha  had  received  no  communication 
from  him  when  she  so  unexpectedly  encountered 
Roland's  Esquire  on  the  winding  stair  of  the 
weateni  tower. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


lAndeii— Und&l !  ibobliick  book  halh  itod, 
Elae  LimI  )du  seen  Berwick  wiib  moining'a  aun ! — 
Sun  je  and  larej'e,  aodblitlie  mot  jb  be, 
Foraeldom  ihej  load  tbat  go  gvimmiiig  witli  ms. 


When  Morice  issued  from  the  castle,  after 
parting  with  the  Page,  the  moon  had  arisen  in 
unclouded  brighteness  upon  the  scene  in  which 
that  trusty  Esquire  and  his  master  were  first 
introduced  to  the  reader.  By  the  clear  light  that 
ehone  around,  he  was  enabled  to  retrace  his  steps 
towards  the  river,  and  to  find  without  difficulty 
the  ford  by  which  he  had  before  crossed  under 
the  guidance  of  Julian. 

He  plunged  fearlessly  into  the  water,  which 
did  not  rise    above   his  knees,  and    he  hat} 
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already  placed  one  foot  on  the  opposite  bank, 
when  his  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  the 
splashing  of  some  heavy  body  moving  rapidly 
through  the  water.  He  paused,  looked  anxiously 
around,  and  in  another  moment  he  beheld  the 
small  ferry  boat  darting  away  from  the  same 
bank,  a  few  paces  down  the  stream.     In  it  sat  a 
single  person.    His  appearance  was  that  of  a  tall 
man,  muffled  in  a  dark  and  ample  vest,  which, 
together  with  a  Pilgrim's  cowl,  wholly  concealed 
his  person  and  features.     It  instantly  occurred 
to  Morice  that  this  person,  clad  as  he  evidently 
was  vntli  a  view  to  disguise,  and  directing  his 
course  at  this   exact   time  towards  the  castle, 
must  be  his  master,  and,  accordingly,  he  called 
to  the  supposed  Knight  in  a  low,  yet  distinct 
tone  of  voice,  "  What  ho !  beau  Sire  de  Mon- 
talban,  whither   so   fiist?"      No   answer  was 
returned  to  him.     Twice  he  repeated  his  excla- 
mation, and  each  time  more  loudly  than  before ; 
bat  instead  of  replying  thereto,  he  in  the  boat 
directed  his  course  further  down  the  river.    Still 
convinced  that  the  mysterious  personage  could 
be  no  other  than  his  master,  and  fearing  lest  his 
call  had  not  been  heard,  Morice  raised  his  voice 
to  its  utmost  pitch,  and  exclaimed  again^  ^  Ho  ! 
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i  mjt  S<»  tkav  Jib  of  (Ik  tai-nt  Falcon?  Til 
■  fiicndliHbkB.  What fcni  bet"  Atthn* 
Mris  tlw  MCMbg  PBgrbn  win  had  bdora  pfad 
tte  can  ■>  Tigoroiuljr,  nddeDij  ■tayed  the  bc«t 
B  it*  eoant,  md  inclinMl  his  head  tmnudi 
Morie^  bat  BtiU  ha  auBwerad  notawflvd. 

"  B7  the  tlwiffi  Mother  of  Heavo,  tbm  ta 
iiiiiiiiiftia  tiiir  aaid  the  EKiuite  tohnnnl( 

■luiiibg,  hii  P|j,li)  il the  ■traaB  to  theipot 

where  the  boat  nnng  gently  raood  ae  thecal- 
rmt  of  the  water*  rippled  agaiiut  its  dark  ddei^ 
«  Heaoing  whidi  I  cannot  divine.  A  Damascoi 
blade  to  a  woodman's  whittle,  'tis  my  master  I 
That  garb — the  hour — the  point  to  which  he 
tends — fais  fear  of  discovery.  Ha !  saw  I  not 
hia  corslet  gleaming  in  the  moonshine  ?  Sir  Ro> 
land  it  most  be,  yet  he  speaks  not — moves  not — 
towards  me.  By  the  soul  of  Richard,  I'll  to 
bim,  come  what  may  on't!"  So  saying,  he 
flung  himself  from  the  bank,  and  forgetting  id 
his  eagerness  that  the  ford  lay  over  an  artificially 
raised  haidway,  plunged  boldly  into  the  stream 
in  the  direction  of  the  boat  Great,  indeed,  waa 
bis  astcHiiafament,  when,  instead  of  meeting  with 
a  solid  bottom,  his  feet  became  instantly  bedded 
in  mad  of  dw  thidiest  consistency.    Unable  to 
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extricate  himself,  so  as  to  make  use  of  hia 
powers  as  a  swimmer,  he  floundered  about  as 
though  he  had  actually  been  rendered  powerless, 
and  his  feet  sunk  deeper  at  every  attempt  he 
made  to  raise  them.  At  length,  after  much 
striving,  he  v,&s  enabled  to  extend  one  arm  to 
some  rushes  that  grew  on  the  bank,  and  with 
this  feeble  aid  he  presently  reached  a  willow  to 
whieh  the  ferry  boat  was  usually  moored,  and 
by  means  of  its  overhanging  branches  drew 
himself  up  to  the  bank.  When  he  found  him- 
Belf  safely  landed,  he  looked  round  for  the  mys- 
terious boatman,  but,  during  liis  immersion,  and 
amid  the  stunning  nuise  of  the  splashing  waters, 
the  boat  had  continued  its  course,  and  the 
stranger  (for  such  Morice  was  now  fain  to  sup- 
pose him)  was  at  this  moment  engaged  in  mooi^ 
ing  it  on  the  opposite  bank.  Tlie  drenched  and 
bespattered  Esquire,  with  many  muttered  curses, 
wrung  the  wet  from  his  robe,  and  turned  to  con- 
tinue bis  course  up  the  hill;  but  ere  he  had  walked 
many  paces,  he  heard  a  loud  laugh  ring  over  the 
river  and  along  the  valley,  and  he  was  convinced 
that  it  proceeded  from  the  mysterious  figure, 
which  he  could  now  see  walking  with  sweeping 
strides  up  the  ascent  on  the  opposite  side,  n 
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iU  arms  ulufl,  and  shaking  its  long  bluck  gv- 
mcnt  til  the  white  moonaliinc,  no  if  in  dt-roivD 
or  hiiii  whi)  had  att«iu[>t/.-d  fi  fuUuw  so  delusire 
a  voyager. 

"  Angels  and  Saintu  be  with  nje,"*  exclaim^ 
Morice,  la  a  tone  of  voit-c  in  which  fear  accmed 
contetutiiig  with  Tcxiitiun,aiul  while  liiii  chattering 
teeth  belied  the  anger  which  his  flushed  choelc 
would  have  cxpreescd,  "  Tis  a  work  of  the  eril 
one !  I  would  Iiave  »wom  on  the  (our  Evunge- 
)i@U>  yon  robed  figiuv  was  mv  mastrr,  but  liy  all 
holy  things  he  appears  lather  some  flitting 
spectral  thing  of  air,  or  rather  of  water !  And 
yet  the  boat  is  in  very  sooth  the  ferry-boat,  made, 
I  trow  of  mortal  oak  and  iron,  for  yonder  it 
floats,  just  where  he  left  it,  dancing  calmly  oo 
water,  aa  though  neither  man  nor  devil  had  set 
foot  on  its  planks  this  night." 

Thus  reasoning  with  himself,  and  his  mind 
wavering  betwixt  ocular  evidence  and  supersti- 
tioufl  belief,  Morice  proceeded  towards  the  skirt 
of  the  wood,  thinking  that  his  master  (between 
whom  and  the  spectre  voyager,  he  had  now 
ceased  to  admit  of  any  identity)  would  probably 
betake  himself  thither,  when  he  returned,  sue* 
cesaful  or  onmccefleful,  from  the  pursuit  he  bad 

VOL    I.  U 
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commenced.  Having  reached  the  spot  on  which 
he  had  before  met  the  Pnge,  he  pauped  awliile  to 
consider  tlie  courpc  he  should  next  pursue,  in  case 
Sir  Roland  came  not  as  he  expected  ;  and  here  he 
could  not  but  view  the  tranquil  scene  which  lay 
Bpread  before  him,  and  as  he  looked  upon  its 
Tarioua  features  his  attention  became  forcibly 
arrested  by  its  surpassing  beauty.  For  though 
of  a  rugged  nature,  the  Esquire  had  in  his  inter- 
course with  the  lofty  souls,  and  amid  the  display 
of  romantic  enthusiasm  incident  to  that  chhral- 
roua  age,  imbibed  feelings  and  ideas  which 
meed  him  to  a  great  intellectual  euperiority  over 
many  whom  birth  had  placed  even  abore  him. 

The  moon,  which  now  Tode  high  in  the  Heavens, 
was  unobscured  by  a  single  passing  cloud,  and 
scarcely  was  there  one  hazy  ppeck  to  arrest  the 
eye  as  it  wandered  over  the  pure  expanse  of  the 
dark  blue  eky.  A  flood  of  pale  light  seemed 
poured  down  to  each  glade  and  alley  of  the 
forest,  and  as  it  fell  upon  the  silvery  bark  of  a 
weeping  bireh,  a  refulgent,  and  almost  kindred 
light  was  darted  back ;  while  the  less  daziling 
brightness  which  it  imparted  to  the  gnarled  tnmlc 
of  some  gigantic  oak,  caused  the  broad  mass  tO 
lifie  in  stroi^  relief  from,  the  datk  shadow  in  the 
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back  ground.  Ever  and  anon  too,  as  a  ray  shot 
through  the  branches  over-head,  the  dew  upoo 
the  long  grasF  sparkled  as  if  each  drop  had  beea 
a  liquid  diamood.  The  night  breeze  slightly  ag^ 
tated  the  boughs,  the  aound  of  nhich,  however, 
was  scarce  heard,  ere  lost  again  in  the  distant 
gush  of  a  small  wateriiill,  or  the  nc-arer  nifitling 
of  the  leaves  and  grass  which  obstructed  his  foot- 
steps^ as  he  from  time  to  time  advaoced  or  re- 
treated a  few  paces. 

From  the  contemplation  of  these  natural  beau- 
ties, our  Enquire  was  suddenly  aroused  by  a 
Bound,  wliich  his  experienced  ear  instantly  de- 
tected as  the  distant,  though  quick  tramp,  of  ft 
lai^e  body  of  armed  hor»e.  He  knew  well,  that 
from  the  direction  in  which  they  came,  the  castle 
could  be  their  only  destination ;  but  he  wai 
vtterly  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  cause  could 
bring  visiters  to  Cliilham  at  so  late  an  hour. 
He  was  determined,  however,  to  reconnoitre 
their  motions,  unseen  himself;  and,  gathering 
his  robe  closely  around  him,  he  stepped  behind 
the  trunk  of  a  large  tree,  so  situated  as  to  com* 
mand  a  view  of  more  than  one  sylvan  glade, 
from  which  the  horsemen  were  hkely  to  i&8u& 
They  were  by  this  tim£  nearly  at  hand,  and  he 
a2 
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could  see  that  their  Dumber  was  large,  and  that 
the  pace  at  which  tliey  rode,  pronounced  their 
object  to  be  of  some  importance.  The  first  who 
came  within  view  of  Morice  appeared  to  be  the 
leader  of  the  band.  He  was  armed  cap-a-pie, 
and  his  dress  was  that  of  a  Knight.  His  visor 
was  raised,  as  if  for  fi-eedom  of  breath  and 
epeech ;  and  exposed  a  set  of  features  betoken- 
ing a  reckless  disposition,  though  tempered  by 
a  general  expression  of  good  humour.  So 
nearly  did  he  approach  to  the  place  where  Mo- 
rice was  crouching  down,  like  a  hare  in  her 
form,  that  his  horse  caught  a  riew  of  the  dark 
mass,  and,  with  much  snorting,  pricked  his 
ears,  and  seemed  inclined  to  turn  away. 

"  How  now,  fool !"  exclaimed  the  Knight, 
addressing  the  animal  in  an  angry  tone  of  voice, 
and  lending  an  energy  to  his  words  by  dashing 
in  his  spurs,  "  What,  the  foul  fiend,  meets 
thine  eye  in  this  wild  wood?  Is  it  not  enough 
that  I  am  summoned  to  horse  at  such  an  hour, 
to  chacc  a  fox  that  will  to  earth  at  the  first  blast 
of  bugle,  or  the  most  distant  rattle  of  armour, 
but  thou  too,  must  vex  my  spirit  with  thy  fro- 
licking and  vagaries  ?  By  this  hand  thou  dost 
veU  to  tempt  my  wrath  no  further,  good  beast." 
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This  last  sentence  lie  added,  finding  that  the 
steed,  after  looking  for  some  time  cautiously 
downwards,  seemed  willing  to  pass  the  tree 
peaceably.  In  fact,  Morice,  perceiving  that  he 
was  the  cause  of  the  animal's  alarm,  had  stolen 
softly  round  the  huge  trunk,  and  having,  to  his 
great  joy,  discovered  on  the  other  side  a  large 
cavity,  he  ensconced  himfielf  within  it,  so  as  to 
become  an  observer  of  ail  that  passed  at  the 
point  where  the  glades  met,  without  riiiking  the 
exposure  of  bis  own  person. 

The  other  horsemen  now  began  to  arrive  ia 
different  parties ;  some  issuing  from  one  glade, 
some  from  another ;  and  Morice  was  pleased  to 
see  that  each,  as  he  came  within  the  open  space 
near  the  oak,  slackened  his  pace,  from  which 
circumstance  he  supposed  they  were  contem- 
plating a  general  halt.  Nor  was  he  disappointed ; 
for  the  leader,  who  had  now  drawn  bridle,  back- 
ing his  horse  a  few  paces  towards  tJie  hollow  oak, 
gave  a  signal  to  that  intent. 

The  party  not  yet  being  all  assembled,  silence 
was  maintained,  so  that  Morice  was  enabled  to 
examine  accurately  the  appearance  of  the  mar- 
tial array.  A  single  glance  convinced  him  that 
they  were  a  company  of  free  companions,  or  one 
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of  those  hireling  bands  of  lawless  men  who,  in 
the  warlike  times  of  which  we  write,  were  ac- 
customed to  range  themselves  for  stated  pay 
under  the  command  of  some  skilful  leader  (oflen 
of  knightly  quality)  and  then  to  seek  service 
wherever  there  was  the  best  cliance  of  pillage. 
The  men  before  him,  though  somewhat  dissi- 
milar as  to  the  mode  of  their  equipment,  pre- 
sented, as  a  body,  a  fonnidable  and  warlike 
array.  Their  numbers  he  judged  might  amount 
to  nearly  three  score.  They  all  bore  the 
knightly*  lance;  and  not  a  few  of  them  were 
girt  with  gwords,  and  had  maces  slung  at  their 
eaddle-bows ;  most  of  them  had  long  knives  or 
da^ere  stuL'k  in  their  girdles.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  shields,  which  they  all  bore,  made  of 
jacked  leather,  defensive  armour  was  both 
scantily  and  diversely  distributed  among  them. 
Some  few  wore  helmets  and  visors ;  but  by  far 
the  greater  number  had  the  head  defended  by 
plain  nioiioiis,  or  steel  skull  caps.  A  very  few 
were  cased  in  whole  suits  of  rusty  mail.  Some 
wore  only  a  gambeson  aiid  shirt  of  mail,  tc^ther 
with  jack-boota  of  a  great   length;   others,  a 

■  They  wera  ilw  etUad  (iae  '*"""i 
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natj  tted  am»m  oftr  *  kuiker  gaaiheHa.  «iA 
a  single  gaontlet  oo  tbe  li^  ImhL  Thdr 
horses  were  most  of  tkcs  taU,  hmj  ^^mb, 
of  tbe  Norman  breed ;  aad  ^c  eniace  «l 
havi^  held  ob  «  hot  {ndm^  far  ih^  «■« 
and  all  seemed  oi^  fbrefipcal  «bca  tk^  ndcn 
drewapu 

But  boveRT  aeowe  Uie  Eaqare  karf  M.  tmt 
deemed  haaedtmthetswitjcS  Atatk,ht»am 
began  to  penxive  Aal  )m  pooliaB  was  far  fa^ 
enviable;  for  five  of  ike  feee  CMH^aMW  vA* 
had  Ia<t  come  np  btd  HhrJ  dBMSy  tdMK 
tbe  boUov  Hde  </  the  tne,  wmA'mfmm  a^ 
by  drawii^  himself  nlo  the  SMlkal  psHfalc 
compass  that  he  coold  hofe  to  oofe  tks  a^ 
lice.  Their  attentknat  the  p 
directed  towards  their  \aAei, 
them  ID  a  load  T«ic^  "  And  maw^wtf  mtnywimf 
se  hare,  a&  it  uan*  to  n^  avaf*  Ife  eaiaat 
wbereiD  we  were  caaanadal  ta  bat  far  mm 
game,  but  hilhefto«ithaattjKaar«B««ariaa»> 
tkns  may  well  be  said  to  MenL  To*  ««t  «<fl 
fre  have  u>  answ«r  to  Ote  \JxA  CcaMaUr  far  Aa 
deliTery,  li*ipgordead,<rf  thiaMuuwaed  WiaiJH, 
and  moreorcr,  where  we  are  al  fmm^  W  it 
known,  I  would  fam  boC  let  paat  Aa  mwi  1 
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may  claim  for  apprehending  a  proclaimed  trai- 
tor." 

He  laughed  aloud,  and  rubbed  his  palms  to- 
gether with  considerable  glee,  then,  with  mote 
solemnity  he  demanded,  "  Knows  any  one  of  you 
this  Roland  of  Montalbao?" 

A  thrill  of  horror  shot  through  the  frame  of 
Morice,  as  he  thus  discovere<l  that  his  master  was 
the  traitor  against  whona  a  roj-al  warrant  was 
issued,  and  the  words  of  Julian  recurred  to  his 
memory.  But  he  had  no  time  for  indulging  in 
his  own  reflections. 

"  And  is  it,  indeed,  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban 
of  whom  we  are  in  search?"  exclaimed  one  of 
the  free  lances  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

"  Tlie  same,"  replied  the  leader;  "  the  very 
same,  good  Hugo." 

"  Alack,  the  gallant  Knight  of  Montalban  !" 
exclaimed  he  who  was  thus  addressed,  "  that  he 
should  have  come  to  so  sad  a  pass  ! — By  all  the 
masses  I  ever  bended  kuee  to,  an  you  had  told 
me  so,  before  you  had  called  to  horse,  Sir  Ste- 
phen de  Mortevaile,  I  had  spurred  fonvard  and 
winded  a  blast  through  the  forest  should  have 
roused  every  monk  in  Saint  Augustin's  dormi- 
tory— I  would  have  galloped  to  and  fro,  shout- 
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ing '  Beware  to  the  Falcon,'  i'th*  ears  of  erety  bt 
buck  in  the  walk — ay,  till  my  lungs  were  do 
longer  mine  oni),  but  the  good  Knigbt  sboold 
have  been  forewarned  of  your  errand-  Shan*^— 
shame  on  those  who  vrould  call  a  MoDtalbfta 
traitor.     1  have  knoHTi  the  race." 

Morice  almost  felt  tempted  to  rush  tbrth  and 
embrace  tlte  bold  free  lance  who  thos  fcarkedjr 
stood  his  master's  friend  amid  so  many  Ibes: 
but  he  was  quickly  recalled  to  sober  reflectioa 
by  the  loud  cry  that  instantly  aroee  amoiig  tlie 
other  hor^men,  wlio,  devoted  only  to  tbeir  own 
gains,  and  not  having  so  uls  like  the  gaUantHagG^ 
to  feel  for  valour  and  greatness  in  distress,  were 
with  one  accord  bent  apoa  bearing  down  the  dii- 
sentient  voice,  and  evincing  their  own  willingness 
to  support  their  leader.  But  the  voice  of  Sir  Ste- 
phen de  Mortevaile  rose  above  all  the  others. 

"  Peace  every  one  of  ye,"  he  shoated  forth ; 
"  must  the  whole  pack  open,  because  one  babbling 
fool  gives  tongue  on  a  lalse  ecent  ?  Ami  harit'ye, 
friend  Hugo,  presume  not  too  much  ap<xi  yoar 
good  services,  lest  I  chance  to  forget  them  all 
at  once.  No  more  of  this.  Sirrah — Is  there  any 
other  who,  fur  the  general  weal,  can  tell  us  aught 
of  this  Knight  of  Montalban  V 
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*'  Marry  that  can  I/'  said  another  of  the  free 
lances ;  "  albeit,  'tis  only  what  all  the  world 
Ijiows  :  that  he  is " 

"  One  of  the  best  Knights  in  Christendom,'' 
Exclaimed  Hugo,  filling  up  the  sentence  to  his 
own  satisfaction ;  "  and  one  of  the  best  lances 
that  ever  wore  lady's  favour: — by  the  same 
token  that  when  I  was  cross-bow  man  in  the 
train  of  the  stout  old  Knight,  Sir  Hildebrand  of 
the  Leaden  Fist,  I  beheld  this  Roland  of  the 
Falcon  overthrow  at  one  jousting  no  fewer 
than " 

"Prithee  now  peace,  good  Hugo,"  said  the 
Captain,  in  a  tone  calculated  to  sooth,  rather 
than  to  irritate  the  warm-hearted  follower  of  Sir 
Hildebrand ;  "  I  asked  not  that  thou  shouldst 
chronicle  me  the  deeds  of  the  valiant  Knight. 
By'r  Lady,  the  heralds  and  minstrels  have  there- 
in a  sufficient  task,  and  a  proper  guerdon  for  the 
same.  But  an  thou  canst  say  aught  of  his  sta- 
ture— complexion— demeanour,  or  the  like,  thou 
shalt  have  my  best  thanks,  and  a  fair  hearing 
fix)m  us  all.'* 

"  He  is  tall  of  stature,  and  his  port  such  as 
never  was  knight's  before — ^always  excepting  the 
stout  Sir  Hildebrand"— exclaimed  Hugo,  with 
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increasing  wanntb ;    "  for  I  saw  him  on  a  day 
amidst  a  whole  company  of  nobles  and  kuighU, 

and  may  I  die  an  he  seemed  not  a  very " 

"  Again  must  I  call  thee  from  that  faiee 
Bcoiti"  exchiimed  the  Captain,  "  By  my  soul, 
this  surpasses  endurance  !  an  I  cbastise  thee  not 
I  shall  go  distraught,  so  Til  listen  to  thee  no 
more.  Tall  of  stature  we  know  hira  to  be,  my 
masters : — and,  doubtless,  the  suns  of  the  clime 
whence  he  is  lately  come  have  somewhat  em- 
browned his  mien.  In  a  word,  I  hold  we  shall 
not  find  it  a  hard  matter  to  recognise  our  pri- 
soner, an  we  light  but  upon  a  tall  and  stalwart 
fellow,  habited  as  a  pilgrim— you  will  observe 
my  warrant  lays  especial  stress  upon  the  pil- 
grim's weeds — and  it  may  be,  a  knight's  hau- 
berk underneath.  I  trow  there  will  not  be  two 
men  who  walk  this  forest  at  such  an  hour, 
coming  up  to  that  description.  Now,  therefore, 
spread  we  along  the  river's  bank,  and  if  you 
will  but  follow  strictly  the  order  in  which  I 
shall  marshal  you,  I  will  wager  my  inlaid  casque 

against  Hugo's  iron  pot "" 

He  was  prevented  from  stating  the  object 
upon  which  he  was  about  to  stake  sucli  fearful 
odds  (for  the  skull-<:ap  m  question  was  better 
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acquainted  with  human  blood  tban  with  the 
hand  of  the  armourer)  by  a  loud  shout  of  min- 
gled surprise  and  joy  that  arose  among  the  free 
lances. 

It  was  uttered  by  the  Ave  men  who  had  taken 
up  their  ^ition  opposite  the  hollow  in  which 
our  fnend  Morice  had  taken  retiige.  The  Captain 
spurred  towards  the  spot,  and  his  feelings  may 
be  easily  imagined  as  equalling  those  of  his  fol-' 
lowers,  when  he  beheld — what  will  be  told  in 
another  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Stephano.^~Y/htLi*B  the  matter  1     Hare  we  deriU  here  1 

This  19  some  monster  of  the  isle,  with  four  legs. 
Who  hath  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  ague. 

Tempest. 

The  reader  who  feels  any  interest  in  the  fate 
of  our  good  friend  Morice  (especially  if  one  of 
the  dear  curious  sex  to  whom  these  volumes  are 
more  particularly  dedicated)  will  have  anticipated 
our  pen  in  the  explanation  of  the  incident  re- 
corded in  the  last  chapter. 

Morice  had  indeed  been  discovered ;  and  thus 
it  happened.  One  of  the  free  lances,  observing 
that  his  horse  exhibited  symptoms  of  great  un- 
easiness, pricking  his  ears,  snorting,  and  looking 
suspiciously  towards  the  hollow  in  the  oak,  in 
a  low  whisper  called  the  attention  of  his  nearest 
comrade  to  the  motions  of  the  animal.     Without 
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^Mil^ii^,  they  both  jumped  from  their  saddles, 
tmA  sooo  percdved  that  a  dark  mass  was  curled 
ap  in  one  comer  of  the  cavity.  They  pricked 
it  «ith  their  lances,  and  one  oi'  tliem  drew  back, 
shuddenug  as  he  felt  his  lance  firmly  grasped, 
and  turned  from  its  direction.  The^ other,  who 
was  more  courageous,  advanced  and  drew  forth 
a  sharp  long  knife,  with  a  double  edge,  lie  was 
firmly  convinced  that  the  object  was  a  lidng 
creature,  and  he  naturally  supposed  it  might  he 
some  beast  of  prey  reposing  in  bis  lair.  With  a 
view  to  ascertain  its  nature,  however,  he  boldly 
thrust  one  hand  into  the  hollow.  His  a^^tonish- 
m^it  when  he  fooml  that,  instead  of  the  leg  uf 
some  ferocious  beast,  he  bad  eucountCTed,  and 
now  held  the  arm  of  a  man,  was  only  to  be  sur- 
passed by  the  horror  of  oui'  Esquire  when  he 
feH  that  bold  speedily  transferred  to  hi^  throat, 
and  in  the  next  moment  found  himself  dragged 
ibrth  by  the  united  force  of  tour  men.  But 
though  Morice  offered  no  resistance,  (and  indeed 
it  would  have  been  absolute  madness  to  do  so) 
his  presence  of  mind  forsook  him  not,  and  be 
determined  to  put  in  execution  an  artifice  that 
bad  suggested  itself  to  liim  while  he  lay  in  cori- 
ceolment,  by  which  he  might  possibly  turn  hia 
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lureaent  misfoitime  to  very  good  account  TiuB 
was  to  pass  himself  off  upon  the  captain  as  the 
Knight  of  Montalban«  He  hoped  thereby  to 
occasion  a  sort  of  diversion  in  Sir  Roland's  fa<« 
vdur,  so  that  a  chance  of  escape  might  be  af- 
forded him,  while  the  band  of  free  companions 
letumed  to  Dover,  congratulating  themselves 
upon  having  captured  the  man  instead  of  the 
ioaaster. 

The  cry  of  those  who  had  seized  our  Esquire 
was  followed  by  an  interval  of  silence,  during 
which  the  free  companions  led  their  prisoner 
into  the  midst  of  the  open  space,  and  instinc- 
tively closed  their  ranks  around  him.  Morice 
spoke  not,  but  drew  his  cowl  closely  over  his 
countenance,  and  with  stature  proudly  erect,  and 
arms  contemptuously  folded,  awaited  the  inter- 
rogatories of  the  Captain. 

Sir  Stephen  de  Mortevaile  forbore  to  address 
the  supposed  Roland  de  Montalban  (for  the 
prisoner  was,  without  any  artifice  on  his  part, 
already  held  to  be  that  Ejiight)  imtil  he  had  ut- 
tered some  exclamations  expressive  of  his  asto- 
nishment at  thus,  as  it  were  by  magic,  having 
become  the  captor  of  the  traitor.  "  Now  by  the 
light  of  Heaven  here's  a  goodly  hap,  my  mas- 
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ters!"  he  exclaimed.  "The  good  and  valorous 
Knight  of  Montalban  thrown  incontinently  into 
our  very  Iiands. — Verily,  a  pearl  of  great  price, 
obtained  without  any  pains  beyond  a  pleasant 
gallop  over  the  greensward  by  moonlight. 
Prithee,  gentle  Lieutenant,  most  sweet  Tybalt  of 
Louvain,  tell  me  quickly,  for  thou'rt  said  to  have 
a  keen  wit  in  these  matters— fearing  nor  man  nor 
devil — tell  me  bow  lie  came  to  be  i'th'  midst  of 
our  band.  Did  he  fall  from  the  skies — by  which 
[  would  intimate  the  branches  of  this  goodly 
oak — or  did  he  rise,  Lkc  the  spirits  of  the 
damned,  from  some  infernal  pitchy  cave  under- 
neath its  roots ;  or  was  he  perchance  blown 
hither  in  a  sudden,  hut  silent,  whirlwind,  like 
Bome  witch  bestriding  a  broomstick?" 

Tybalt  of  Louvain,  a  gigantic  Brabantine  of 
most  forbidding  aspect,  seemed  somewhat  nettled 
at  the  tone  of  banter  assumed  by  bis  master,  and 
with  a  scowl  that  seemed  directed  as  much  to 
him  as  to  the  prisoner,  he  said,  "  By  hell's 
blasts,  bis  passage  hath  been  neither  by  land  or 
by  air,  but  by  water! — See  how  dank  his 
priestly  robe  hangs  on  liim — more's  the  shame 
on  a  good  fellow  who  would  cover  a  knightly 
hauberk  with  such  mummery.     For  the  time  of 
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liis  arrival,  good  captain,  make  your  demand  of 
those  who  found  him." 

"  Aye,  here  he  lay,"  said  the  man  who  first  e»-. 
pied  him,  "  As  sound  asleep  as  a  warder  after  a 
week's  watching," 

"  By  all  the  Saints  he  must  have  made  a 
comfortable  watch  of  it,"  exclaimed  De  Morte- 
vaile, 

■  "  In  my  poor  judgment  he  does  but  sleep 
now,"  said  Tybalt,  "  shall  I  rouse  him,  good 
Captain,  that  he  may  render  account  of  his  ap- 
pearance liere?" 

"  An  thou'rt  so  bold,  bully  Brabantine," 
esclaimed  Hugo,  who,  on  account  of  the  fa- 
vourable sentiments  he  had  expressed  towards 
Sir  Roland,  had  been  kept  in  the  back  ground 
by  order  of  the  Captain ;  "  but  'tis  the  part  of 
a  friend  and  a  good  comrade  to  caution  thee 
against  the  weight  of  the  Montalban's  arm." 

"  Ha  !  mine  ancient  acquaintance  !"exclaimed 
Tybalt  fiercely,  "  my  sometime  archer  to  Sir  Hil- 
debrand  of  the  leaden  fist — my  sage  adviser — 
say  you  eg  ?  The  steeping  dog  may  indeed  have 
teeth,  but  the  wolf  heeds  them  not."  As  he  said 
this,  he  shook  the  Esquire's  arm  with  no  gentle 
grasp.     Morice,  that  he  might  the  better  main' 
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&m  hiB  character,  affected  the  most  haughty 
demeanour^  and  turning  towards  him,  exclaimed 
ill  a  voice  of  thunder, "  Off  slave — off  base  hild- 
isgr— retreat  within  thine  own  insignificance,  or 
by  my  father's  bones  I  will  cleave  thee  down  the 
middle  at  a  single  stroke,  despite  the  iron  pot 
that  covers  thine  empty  sconce  1" 

The  ferocious  Brabantine  was  more  intimi- 
dated by  this  terrible  threat,  uttered  by  so  dread- 
fid  a  person  as  the  Ejiight  of  the  Falcon,  than 
he  was  willing  to  allow ;  and  with  a  laugh  that 
he  wished  to  be  thought  scornful  in  spite  of  its 
quivering  tone,  retreated  from  the  vicinity  of  the 
irapposed  Sir  Roland. 

Sir  Stephen  de  Mortevaile  had  now  dismount- 
tA  from  his  horse,  and  coming  forward  he  ad- 
^essed  his  prisoner  with  much  real  courtesy,  in 
tiiese  words,  **  May  it  please  you  Sir  Knight  of 
the  Rising  Falcon  to  know,  that  I  bear  the  royal 
-^arrant  under  the  hand  and  seal  of  the  Lord 
Chief  Justiciary,  commanding  me  to  apprehend 
you  wheresoever  I  shall  find  you  within  the  four 
seas;  and,  upon  pain  of  the  severest  penalty 
fhat  can  be  awarded  me,  thereupon  to  render 
your  body  Uving  or  dead,  into  the  hands  of  Sir 
Herbert  de  Burgh,  in  his  capacity  of  G)n8table 
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of  Dover.  Tbi»  have  I  deemed  it  fitting  to 
make  known  to  you,  seeing  that  from  the  de- 
sciiptiou  lierein  given,  together  nitb  the  unities 
of  time  and  place,  I  cannot  reasonably  suppo&e 
yoa  to  be  any  other  than  the  renowned  Sir  Ro- 
land of  Monlalban." 

To  this  formal  address,  Morice  replied,  with 
much  assumed  dignity,  "  Nohle  Sir,  albeit  I 
cannot  assent  in  your  proposition  that  it  pleasetb 
me  to  learn  these  things,  yet  needs  must  that 
you  obey  commands  proceeding  from  so  high  a 
quarter.  Know  then.  Sir,  that  I  am  in  very 
truth  that  Roland  of  Montalban  whom  you 
have,  of  your  great  courtesy,  been  pleased  to 
distinguish  by  such  honourable  epithets.  Con- 
cerning the  matters  wherein  I  stand  accused  be- 
fore your  principals,  I  will  not  hazard  any  com- 
ffienta  of  my  own,  inasmuch  as  I  am  myself 
wholly  ignorant  of  their  purport :  moreover,  no- 
wise fearing  that  the  power  which  hath  in  so 
marvellous  a  manner  ted  me  into  the  toil  spread 
for  me,  will  fail  of  shewing  me  a  way  to  escape 
at  the  proper  season !" 

"  I  doubt  not.  Sir  Knight,"  said  de  Morte- 
Taile,  "  you  will  speedily  exonerate  yourself 
from  every  imputation  that  consorts  not  with  the 
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strictest  laws  of  honour.  But  for  the  present, 
Sir,  I  entreat  you  to  foi^ive  me  that  I  proceed 
in  the  course  pointed  out  to  me  by  duty.  Ro- 
land of  Montalban,  called  otherwise  Roland  of 
the  Rising  Falcon,  in  the  King's  most  high 
name,  I  do  attach  you  of  high  treason,  and 
declare  that  you  are  my  piiaoner  until  I  shall 
surrender  you  into  the  hands  of  those  responsi- 
ble for  my  actions  in  this  matter.  Now,  beau 
Sire,  you  must  along  with  us.  All  respect  due 
to  your  birth  and  name  shall  be  shown  you ; 
compulsion  shall  be  laid  aside ;  and,  your 
knightly  parole  duly  given,  I  am  content.  This, 
I  sa^,  albeit  having  once,  in  the  presence  of 
many  witnesses,  become  possessed  of  your  per- 
Bon,  I  am  answerable  for  your  appearance  with 
my  own  life." 

"  Noble  Knight,"  answered  Morice,  "  for 
8UcH  those  spurs  betoken  you  to  be,  I  am  at 
your  entire  disposal.  Grant  me  but  the  small 
fevour  of  a  horse,  and  I  will  render  you  the 
thanks  of  a  Knight,  though  an  unfortunate  one, 
and  say  you  do  your  harsh  office  with  a  moat 
redeeming  courtesy," 

One  of  ihe  free  companions  was  instantly 
eommauded  to  dismount,  and  Morice,  scarcely 
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able  to  refrain  from  laughing  aloud  at  the  suc- 
cess of  bis  artifice,  was  sufFered  to  mount  the 
jaded  steed.  The  accoutrements  were  truly 
not  such  as  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing 
at  his  service  when  in  the  train  of  his  master. 
Many  portions  of  the  leathern  liead  gear  bad 
given  place  to  hempen  substitutes ;  and  the  steel 
saddle-bow  was  in  such  ill  case  that  the  animal 
winced  at  every  step  from  its  pressure  upon  his 
wrung  withers. 

"  And  now  that  we  are  all  prepared,"  said 
the  Captain,  drawing  up,  for  he  had  already 
set  spurs  to  his  horse,  "  I  bethink  mo,  that  for 
8o  long  a  journey  as  now  lies  between  us  and 
Dover,  our  beasts  are  sorely  distressed.  Yon- 
der stands  the  castle  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  as 
thoti  knowest,  Tybalt.  Were  it  not  better  to 
beg  a  night's  lodging  for  ourselves  and  our  pri- 
soner of  the  good  Baron,  than  to  put  our  steeds 
to  the  verge  of  their  powers  by  returning  at  once 
to  Dover?" 

Tybalt,  to  whom  this  proposal  was  mainly 
addressed,  cast  a  keen,  but  sidelong  glance  at 
Morice,  as  he  replied,  "  There  are  but  two 
points  in  which  you  must  satisfy  yonrsel^  good 
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Captain — the  first  is,  the  loyalty  of  the  Baron 
of  Chilham :  and  for  the  other — " 

*^  I  perceive  at  what  you  aim,  my  most  ora- 
cular Lieutenant,"  interrupted  Sir  Stephen, 
''  and  am  satisfied.  The  Lord  of  Chilham  is 
well  known  as  one  of  the  warmest  of  our  Mas- 
ter's adherents,  therefore  no  blame  can  thence 
arise :  then,  in  respect  of  your  second  objection, 
J  can  entertain  no  fear — '^  He  paused  a  mo- 
ment, then  with  a  slight  degree  of  hesitation  he 
continued,  "  Your  knightly  word,  Sir  Roland 
of  Montalban,  is  pledged  to  attempt  no  escape/' 

Morice  bowed;  and  though  scarcely  able 
to  restrain  his  laughter,  he  said  haughtily,  and 
with  a  wave  of  the  hand,  that  spoke  his 
offended  dignity,  "  The  knightly  word  of  Mon- 
talban was  never  yet  forfeit." 

''Enough,  beau  Sire  de  Montalban,^  said 
the  Captain.  ''  In  common  courtesy,  I  ask  no 
more.  Then  we  are  for  Chilham,  my  merry 
men." 

A  shout  of  applause  from  the  whole  troop 
gave  evidence  of  the  glee  with  which  this  pro^ 
mise  of  good  cheer  and  good  quarters  was  re^ 
^ved;  after  which,  the  Captain  proceeded  to 
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issue  his  directions  for  the  order  of  the  march. 
^*  Hark  ye,  Tybalt,  you   need  not  hurry  on 
the  vanguard  as  though  the  devil  were  in  the 
rear ;  our  distance  is  short.  Neither  spread  over 
your  ground,  as  you  have  hitherto  done.  The 
path  lies  down  yon  broad  glade.    When  you 
reach  the  open  ground,  bear  off  about  fifty 
paces  to  the  left ;  and,  if  I  remember  aright,  we 
descend  directly  upon  the  ford.      Hugo,  my 
babbling  hound,  to  the  rear,   and  look  you 
seek  not  to  hold  intercourse  with  the  prisoner* 
Tybalt,  advance  and  lead  on,  remembering  your 
orders.  I  attend  upon  the  prisoner  in  the  centre. 
Forward^  bold  lances,  forward  to  Chilham." 


Tbric«el»iig*dintli|alBin,KiT7,  laddMyair. 
Wliicb  muTsd  hii  bonowMl  nwga,  tnd  batnjed 
Him  counterfeit,  if  inj  9jt  btlMld.) 


We  must  anticipate  the  band  of  free  ccm- 
panions  and  their  priaonen  in  their  aniral  at 
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one  end  of  the  loug  tabl«,  in  two  churs  of  that 
peculiar  fashion  now  only  to  be  found  in  the 
moat  ancient  sanctuaries  of  religion,  or  among 
the  treasured  relics  of  Gothic  carving  in  the 
Etudio  of  the  antiquary.  Neither  of  them 
having  as  yet  been  personally  introduced  to 
the  reader,  we  will  pause  awhile  to  describe 
them. 

He  who  will  claim  priority  of  attention  from 
his  years,  was  the  lord  of  the  castle  himself.  It 
was  impossible  for  human  eye  to  encounter  the 
steady  and  penetrating  gaze  of  the  old  Baron 
without  rendering  at  once  the  homage  due  to 
loftiness  of  demeanour  and  nobleness  of  birth. 
Though  nearly  three  score  summers  had  some- 
what blanched  the  colour  of  his  cheek,  and 
whitened  such  of  his  cri  sp  looks  as  had  not  been 
worn  away  by  the  pressure  of  his  helmet,  his 
eye  still  beamed  with  the  unquenched  fire  of  his 
early  days.  His  brow  was  bold  and  expanded, 
proclaiming,  together  with  every  feature  of  his 
countenance,  that  freedom  from  all  disguise  and 
that  elevated  tone  of  feeling,  which  were  the 
most  striking  points  in  his  character.  At  the 
Reseat  moment,  the    strong  light  shed  from 
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above  cast  his  eyes  into  deep  shadow,  and  so 
great  appeared  the  interest  he  took  in  the  sub- 
ject under  discussion,  that  they  seemed  at  times 
to  dart  flames  from  beneath  the  shaggy  brow 
which  overhung  them.  His  attention  was  fixed 
upon  his  companion,  who,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice 
was  addressing  him  in  the  words  of  persuasion 
and  argument.  Sir  Ralph  was  habited  in  his 
garb  of  peace,  which  consisted  of  an  under  gar- 
ment of  richly  furred  silk,  and  an  ample  robe  of 
purple  velvet  also  adorned  with  ermine. 

His  companion,  who  seemed  to  take  by  far  the 
most  prominent  part  in  the  conversation,  was  a 
man  of  powerful  and  athletic  frame,  and  of  an 
aspect  which,  if  not  absolutely  repelling,  was  by 
no  means  calculated  to  impress  the  beholder 
with  a  favourable  idea  of  the  character  and  pas- 
sions it  indicated.  His  form,  however,  was  not 
exhibited  to  advantage,  for  he  was  enveloped  in 
a  coarse  serge  gown,  exactly  similar  to  those 
described  above  as  worn  by  Sir  Roland  and  his 
Esquire.  But,  in  one  respect,  this  Pilgrim  dif- 
fered from  them  in  appearance.  Under  his  cowl 
*  might  be  occasionally  espied  a  steel  helmet, 
which,  being  without  crest,  beaver,  or  visor,  he 


THE  FILGKIM  BROTHERS.  171 

\rag  easily  enabled  to  conceal,  by  drawing  foi>- 
ward  the  cowl  which  was  in  character  with  the 
remainder  of  hia  disguise. 

The  greater  part  of  their  discourse  (for  they 
had  communed  together  during  the  last  hour) 
we  must  pass  over,  but  we  will  admit  our  readers 
to  the  hearing  of  a  portion  of  it,  in  which  the 
name  of  more  than  one  old  acquaintance  is  in- 
troduced. 

A  pause  of  some  minntes  had  occurred  after  a 
long  and  earnest  address  from  the  warrior  Pil- 
grim to  the  Baron,  when  the  tatter  thus  spoke 
in  a  voice  that  betrayed  much  emotion,  "  And 
Bo,  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain  (for  indeed  it  was  tliat 
false  Knight),  all  things  being  now  in  the  pro- 
per train  for  proving  your  accusations  against 
the  Knight  of  Montiilban,  you  are  anxious  to 
learn  your  fate  in  the  suit  you  liave  preferred— 
Ha!  said  I  aright?" 

"  An  it  BO  pleaseth  you,  my  Lord  of  Chilham," 
replied  the  Knight,  "  I  would  ray  miud  were 
spoken  to  the  Lady  Bertha,  and  the  depth  of 
my  love  made  known  to  her,  ere  she  learn  the 
arrival  of  my  treacherous  companion  in  arms. 
Maidens,  you  know  Sir  Kalph,  are  easily  moved 
at  beholding  in  sorrow  and  distress,  tliose  who 
i2 
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bave  sworn  true  love  and  lasting  faith  to  them ; 
and  it  may  be  that  the  sudden  sight  of  Roland, 
disguised,  dishonoured,  and  in  foreign  chains, 
fihall  so  cast  a  spell  upon  the  Lady  Bertha  that 
she  shall  with  hatred  and  scorn  at  once  consign 
me  to  despair/' 

-  "  You  ask  much  in  proof  of  her  newly 
awakened  love  for  you,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the 
Baron.  ''That  she  shall,  with  one  word,  and  in 
one  instant,  consign  to  oblivion  her  long- 
cherished  and  oflr-told  affection  for  your  brother 
in  arms,  rewarding  his  faith  by  what  he  may 
well  deem  treachery  black  as  his  own  (if  indeed 
his  shall  be  so  proved).  Alack,  I  fear  you  are  but 
little  skilled  in  woman's  heart.  Tis  true  the 
Knight  is  unworthy  of  her;  true  also,  I  have 
sworn  a  solemn  oath — and  when  was  the  oath  of 
a  de  Lucy  swerved  from? — that  Roland  of 
Montalban,  disloyal  and  dishonoured,  shall 
never  wed  with  the  last  scion  of  my  race.  But, 
notwithstanding  all  this,  I  cannot  find  it  in 
my  heart  to  bid  my  child  of  possibility  make 
wreck  of  her  affections — I  will  not  bind  her 
a  self-offered  sacrifice  at  the  altar  of  pater- 
nal authority.     Oh,    Sir  Tristan *'  and 

here  the  good  old  ELnight  paused  to  dash 
away  a  starting  tear—''  she  is  the  comfort  of 
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my  fading  years,  the  anchor  of  all  my  earthly- 
hopes.     She  is  all   that  In  6ne,  good 

Knight,  I  marvel  not  you  love  her.  Credit  me 
I  have  exhausted  the  language  of  persuasion ;  of 
threats,  too,  not  a  few  have  I  summoned  to  mine 
aid,  hoping  thereby  I  might  prevail  with  her  to 
foi^et  this  unhappy  love,  and  to  sink  her  heart's 
affections  in  her  respect  to  the  lionour  of  her 
race;  but  hitherto  all  has  alike  been  vain.  By 
my  faith,  as  a  Chiistian  Knight,  by  mine 
honour,  as  a  belted  Baron,  I  can — I  will  no 
more  ! — Yours  be  the  task  to  win  her.  Sir  Tris- 
tan, and  to  wear  her,  as  I  believe  you  are  worthy 
to  do.  I  will  pray  Heaven  to  smile  upon  your 
suit,  an  it  be  for  the  hnppines  of  my  Bertha. 
But  God  be  merciful  to  us,  good  Knight !  we 
are  erring  creatures,  blindly  pursuing  the  bent 
of  our  own  passions,  and  ever  willing  to  cast 
the  consequences  upon  fate." 

"  Duly  have  I  weighed  all  these  things," 
replied  De  Vertain,  with  a  cold  uu impassioned, 
and  withal  a  sardonic  smile,  that  ill  betokened 
the  ardour  of  a  lover,  "  and  I  am  bent  upon  pre- 
ferring my  suit  to  the  Lady  Bertha  as  soon  as 
may  be ;  always  holding  your  will  the  guide  of 
my  actions." 
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^  Truly  you  have  my  sanction^  Sir  Knight, 
and  may  Grod  so  visit  me,  as  I  believe  I  therein 
seek  but  the  welfare  of  my  child.""  As  the  old 
Baron  said  this,  he  rose  and  paced  the  hall 
rapidly,  then,  as  if  some  unpleasant  thought 
liad  suddenly  crossed  his  mind,  he  continued, 
**  You  have  sworn,  Tristan  de  Vertain,  that  you 
do  love  the  maiden,  her  whom  I  love  better  than 
myself.  You  ask  her  of  me,  thereby  claiming 
the  better  half  of  my  affections ;  I,  on  my  part, 
am  not  unwilling  to  bestow  her  on  you.  But 
wooers  may  be  false,  despite  the  vows  they  are 
wont  to  swear;  and  men  may  deck  in  fairest 
phrase  their  foulest  thoughts — affect  to  demand 
one  thing,  when,  in  truth  they  seek  another* 
Ha !  do  you  take  me.  Sir  Knight?"  He  fixed  a 
penetrating  glance  upon  De  Vertain  as  he  said 
this,  and  went  on  vnth  increasing  emotion. 
''Now,  mark  me.  Were  I  but  infected  with 
the  thought  that  you  sought  to  put  on  me  vnth  a 
fair  show  of  words — that  you  would  be  to-mor- 
row what  to-day  you  seem  not,  all  my  love  for 
you  should  turn  to  hate  bitter  as  gall.  By  Hea« 
Ten  and  Earth,  I  swear  it!*' 

He  paused  again— clutched  the  arm  of  Sir 
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IViBtan,  and  shoinng  tbe  bOt  of  lib  dagger,  he 
omHeted,  "  Benic  tod  decciTe  me  act — (or 
look  yoD,  Sir  Kn^i,  earth  ikaU  not  hide  yn* — 
sea  Gball  not  sepaiale  yoa  (ram  a  Euber's,  itwgh 
an  old  man's,  Ttngeuice.*' 

De  VertaJD  tamed  pole,  as  the  Baraa  thaa 
intiinated  a  Eospidoo  of  his  Rml  purpoae ;  baC 
iostaaUy  recoreriog  lua  edf  po^OBo^  he  ^^ 
with  assumed  calro«e««,  "  Tk  ■■■■■'■  ^,  Lsi4  of 
Qiilham,  need  Dot  to  deftad  ihrailiii  tarn 
fid«e  aepeinoiw:    nevathekMi,  if  it  dioald  ao 

seem  good  10700 ■" 

The  Baron  intemtptcd  htm.  "Tnie,  most 
true,  good  Knight:  and  1  should  cnre  jtm 
fwpvenegs  that  i  cpoke  over  hastily.  But  the 
love  I  bear  my  Bertha  is  more  Jealous  than  that 
of  a  thousand  youthful  loren ;  and  therefcHe 
you  see  me  thas.  Ah,  have  I  oerertold  you  how, 
in  her  beauteous  lineaments,  1  behoM  again  ber 
sainted  mother  ? — Yes,  Tristan,  when  1  look  on 
her,  1  think  my  own  Beatrice  ie  restored  to  me. 
She  is  eotwined  in  my  very  heartstrings,  which, 
to  find  her  torn  away  by  one  who  would  not 
cherish  her  as  I  ha^e  cherished  her — breathe 
and  Ure  for  her  as  1  have  done,  would  burst, 
and  sink  me  to  a  grave  of  eorrow." 
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He  broke  off  with  an  abruptness  that  showed 
him  fearful  of  trusting  himself  any  longer  upoa 
60  moving  a  theme,  and  turning  away,  hastened 
to  sound  a  small  silver  bell  that  lay  at  hand. 

Julian,  the  Page,  speedily  appeared  to  answer 
the  summons  of  his  Lord. 

"  Your  pleasure,  beau  Sire,"  said  the  youth. 
"  Come  hither.  Sir  Page,"  said  the  Baron. 
"  Hie  thee  to  the  Lady  Bertha,  and  say  I  com- 
mand her  presence  incontinently,  to  speak  upon 
matters  of  the  utmost  weight.  Add,  moreover, 
that  I  am  attended  by  a  noble  and  knightly  gen- 
tleman, who  prays  of  her  a  fair  hearing  for  a  suit 
he  would  prefer.  She  wottcth  already  of  it. 
Begone,  Julian,  and  do  my  behest — Awake,  sir- 
rah— why  loiterest  thou1" 

The  Page  started,  for  he  had  been  so  amazed 
at  beholding  De  Vertain  again  in  the  castle,  and 
in  close  conversation  with  the  Baron  at  such  an 
hour,  that  he  was  scarcely  aware  of  the  com- 
mand which  was  imposed  upon  him.  His  mas- 
ter having  repeated  it  )m))atiently,  lie  left  the 
hall  with  a  low  reverence. 

The  Baron  and  his  guest  observed  a  mutual 
silence,  until  Julian  returned  to  announce  the 
coming  of  lib  lady. 
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The  doors  were  cast  wide,  and  Bertha  entered 
the  hall.  Among  tboueands  o(  her  sex,  Uie 
Lady  Bertha  would  have  bome  away  the  palm 
of  admiration,  as  well  from  the  faultless  symmetry 
of  her  form,  as  from  the  transcendent  beauty  of 
her  countenance.  She  was  somewhat  above 
the  ordinary  height,  and  yet  the  most  critical 
eye  would  have  sought  in  vain  for  any  fault  on 
that  score.  Witli  her,  grace  was  but  raised  into 
Htatehness;  while  in  her  dignified  carnage,  and 
yet  gliding  step,  were  blended  the  majesty  of  a 
ijueen  and  the  airiness  which  poets  have  attri- 
buted to  a  sylph.  Her  features  were  cast  in  a 
mould  of  equal  perfection,  and  yet  there  was  in 
hercount^ancean  ever  varying  and  impassioned 
expression  that  forbade  the  charge  so  often  at- 
taching to  perfect  regularity.  The  fire  of  her 
dark  liazel  eye,  wheu  not  aroused  by  inward 
emotion,  was  soflened  into  a  liquid  languor,  as 
though  it  Seated  in  a  rich  sea  of  its  own  light. 
It  was  at  such  a  moment  that  Giraiid,  the  Min- 
strel, had  poetically  compared  it  to  "  the  sun  at 
even-tide  sinkinginto  the  calm  expanse  of  ocean." 
Upon  the  present  occasion  the  proud  glance 
which  she  cast  upon  the  disguised  Knight  told 
hatred  as  well  as  scorn :  and,  if  such  feelings 
t3 
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oould  ever  find  place  in  her  gentle  bosom, 
they  might  surely  be  pardoned  now. 

''What  would  my  dear  father?'*  she  said, 
after  she  had  returned  a  haughty  and  silent 
salutation  to  the  lowly  and  hypocritical  obeisance 
of  Sir  Tristan ;  essaying  at  the  same  time  to 
conceal  under  a  calm  exterior  the  agitation  that 
pervaded  her  whole  frame. 

"  Come  hither,  my  child,"  said  the  Baron, 
"  I  see  thine  eyes  have  penetrated  this  holy 
garb.  Yes,  my  Bertha,  the  courteous  gentle- 
man it  conceals  is  as  well  known  to  thee  from 
former  passages,  as  he  is  to  the  whole  world  by 
the  greatness  of  his  deeds.  I  pray  thee,  salute 
Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain  with  due  courtesy,  at 
least  as  thy  father's  guest,  if  not  as " 

'*  My  father  !*'  exclaimed  Bertha,  rising  from 
a  chair  into  which  she  had  sunk,  overpowered 
by  contending  emotions — ^^  if  you  wish  me  to 
remain  here,  spare  me  that  word,  at  least  in  this 
presence." 

No  wise  daunted  by  the  haughty  glance  with 
which  these  words  were  accompanied,  Sir  Tris- 
tan flung  back  the  cowl  that  partially  concealed 
his  features,  and,  falling  on  one  knee  before  the 
Lady  Bertha,  he  said  in  a  voice  of  supplicatioD, 
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"  High  born,  and  becLuteous  Lady,  I  learn  from 
your  honourable  father  that  he  has  made  known 
to  you  the  hopes  I  am  now  cherishing,  and  the 
inestimable  treasure  at  which  I  have  the  bold- 
ness to  grasp.  1  know  full  well.  Madam,  that 
there  are  obstacles  of  no  common  occurrence  to 
my  success :  these  it  shall  be  my  delightful  task 
to  remove — ay,  though  they  were  as  very  moun- 
tains before  the  puny  arm  of  man.  Oh,  let  me 
leam  my  doom  from  those  beauteous  lips,  wMch 
in  utterance  can  make  cruelty  seem  kindness." 

As  the  Lady  Bertha  rose  to  reply  to  this  gal- 
lantly devised  speech,  the  Baron  passed  rapidly 
from  the  ball,  with  a  significant  nod  towards  the 
prostrate  suitor.  She  now  saw  that  her  fate 
was  in  her  own  hands,  and  that  she  must  trust 
to  her  own  fortitude  to  abash  the  bold  bad  man 
who  had  so  worked  upon  her  father's  weakness 
as  to  gain  his  support  and  countenance.  But 
her  high  soul  rose  with  the  difficulty  of  her  task, 
and  notwithstanding  lier  extreme  agitation,  she 
answered  with  a  degree  of  majestic  dignify 
which  till  that  trying  moment  she  had  scarce 
believed  herself  capable  of  assuming. 

"  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain,"  she  said,  "  thinks 
doubtless  to  serve  his  purpose  by  opening  this 
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his  unmanly  persecution  with  a  string  of  curi- 
ously culled  terms  fit  only  to  confound  the 
weakest  intellect.  But  he  has  yet  to  learn  how 
small  is  the  efiect  of  such  addresses  upon  those 
who  are  enabled  to  penetrate  beyond  their  out- 
ward textui-e." 

*  "  Lady,"  replied  the  Knight,  with  some 
warmth,  *'  you  are  of  a  keener  wit  than  I  am 
prepared  to  cope  withal ;  and  sore  it  grieves  me 
that  you  should  account  the  utterance  of  my 
warmest  feelings  as  the  set  speech  of  some  flip- 
pant Knight-errant,  or  the  culled  holiday  words 
of  a  strolling  jougleur.  True  it  is,  I  am  not 
skilled  as  some  are,  to  school  my  tongue,  or  to 
attune  my  voice  to  the  smooth  melody  befitting 
a  lady's  bower.  War,  Madam,  fierce  war,  has 
ever  been  my  pastime ;  the  rattling  of  armour 
and  the  clashing  of  swords  the  music  that  ever 
fell  sweetest  on  my  ear ;  and  the  battle  cry  of 
my  fathers  the  foremost  word  upon  my  lips.  But 
since  I  have  kno\m  what  it  is  to  love — since  I 
have  experienced  the  sweet  pangs  of  alternate 
hope  and  fear — in  a  word,  since  I  have  beheld 
you,  I  have  felt  a  new  power  springing  up 
within  me.  Oh !  believe  me,  sweet  Bertha,  I 
have  long  loved  you ;  but  it  has  been  in  secret. 
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LoDg  has  my  {ierce  soul  burned  with  a  hopeless 
■—an  untold  passion,  for  I  have  imposed  fetters, 
the  fetters  of  a  strong  mind,  upon  my  speech — 
my  actions — nay,  my  very  thoughts." 

He  would  have  said  more,  but  the  lady  Bertha 
interrupted  liim,  and  while  ber  cheeks  became 
suS'used  with  a  deep  blush,  she  deniandedi 
"  Burned  there  likewise  no  other  passion,  Sir 
Knight  ? — Did  your  bosom  harbour  no  hatred 
against  a  known  rival?" 

Sir  Tristan  started  as  though  a  bird  of  evil 
omen  had  crossed  his  midnight  path,  and  for  an 
instant,  his  bold  stare  quailed  beneath  the  fiKcd 
and  steady  gaze  of  the  Lady  Bertha.  She 
repeated  the  word  with  a  fiim  voice,  "  Ay — 
rival." 

"  Rival  !"  muttered  the  Knight,  appearing 
wholly  to  foi|;et  the  presence  of  a  second  per- 
son, and  his  hand  unconsciously  clutching  his 
dagger,  "  rival !  breathes  there  the  man  who 
dares         ■" 

He  recollected  himself,  and  broke  off  sud- 
denly :  the  fiendish  expression  that  had  lighted 
his  eye  again  gave  place  to  bis  usual  cold  un- 
meaning stare,  as  he  continued,  "  Let  it  suffice 
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Lady^  to  say  that  I  love  you  as  you  deserve  to 
be  loved,  and  that  I  am  willing — I  would  say-— 
I  entreat  permission  to  tender  you *' 

''  Hold  there^  Sir  Knight/'  interrupted  Bertha, 
in  a  hurried  and  yet  determined  voice  that 
abowed  a  mind  nerved  to  desperation,  ''  I  pray 
— I  command  you — ^hold.  Already  have  I 
heard  too  much  upon  that  subject.  My  father — 
be  wills  for  the  best ;  but  alas  !  he  knows  me 
not — ^has  more  than  once  heard  my  answer. 
He  has  been  informed  of  my  unalterable  deter- 
mination. Enough,  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain,  that 
if  you  have  indeed  raised  your  hopes  to  the  pos- 
session of  this  poor  person,  or  rather,  forgive 
the  thought,  this  rich  barony,  you  have  aimed 
at  an  object  which  you  can  never  reach,  and 
which  shall  never,  never,  descend  to  you."" 

The  wrath  of  De  Vertain  was  £aist  rising  to  a 
pitch  that  threatened  to  overstep  the  bounds  of 
decorum,  but  after  a  fierce  struggle  he  con- 
strained himself  to  answer  with  tolerable  com* 
posure, ''  By  my  father's  crest,  Lady,  you  almost 
cause  me  to  forget  your  sex  and  your  perfec- 
tions !  'Tis  true  I  knew  not  myself  when  I  came 
hither:  unapt  am  I  at  wooing,  and  ever  my 
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soul's  hotiiess  will  break  tlirough  the  ice  of  set 
and  foniial  phrase:  yet  taunts  like  yours  are 
hard  indeed  to  bear." 

"  Fair  speech,"  replied  Bertha,  "is  the  cun- 
ning livery  which  bad  meu  are  ever  wont  to 
deck  their  foul  purposes  withal:  'tis  hke  the 
beauty  of  the  leopard's  skin.  Now  tell  me,  Sir 
Tristan,  on  thine  honour  as  a  Christian,  as  a 
belted  Knight,  and  as  a  warrior  of  the  Holy 
Cross,  art  thou  speaking  the  true  feehngs  of  thy 
Boul,  when  thus  with  unblushing  mien  thou 
say  est,  'tis  love  for  Bertha  de  Lucy  alone 
prompts  thee  to  demand  this  alliance  ?" 

"  Yes,  by  the  cross  on  which  the  Saviour 
died  !—  by  Heaven  and  earth  ! — ^by  mine  honour 
which  never  yet " 

"  Oh,  swear  not  thus,  false  man  !"  interrupted 
Bertha,  struck  with  horror  at  liis  daring  impiety, 
"  Remember  there  is  a  God  above,  and  in  the 
eternal  book  is  registered  each  word  you  utter. 
Of  honour,  I  think  you  scarce  should  prate, 
who  are  now  here  a  suppliant  for  that  which  the 
unrestrained  communion  of  your  too  noble  bro- 
ther in  arms  has  told  you  is  his  by  long — long, 
promise.  Sir  Knight,  1  am  a  De  Lucy,  and  it 
shames  me  not  to  speak  in  plain  and  open  tenOB 
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of  that  which  acknowledges  no  shame.  Full 
well  you  know  that  I  am  the  betrothed  of  Ro- 
land—- that  I  am  his  by  all  things  sacred  in 
Heaven,  and  by  all  tlie  oaths  that  ascend  thither 
from  earth.  Confess  then  the  blackness  of 
your  thoughts,  and  the  foulness  of  your  pur- 
poses." 

^'  Alas,  fairest  Bertha/'  said  De  Vertain,  with 
affected  humility,  finding  himself  thus  driven  to 
his  last  resource,  ''  what  should  I  confess  ? 
What  has  been  my  fault,  but  my  too  easy  con- 
fidence in  a  villain ;  my  blindness  to  the  dissem- 
bling hypocrisy  of  him  I  called  brother  in  arms? 
Brother  in  arms — I  once  thought  him  noble — I 
once  esteemed  him  valiant — loyal — the  mirror 
of  knighthood.  How  I  was  deceived  your  ho- 
nourable father  can  tell.  That  you  then,  Lady, 
fond  —  confiding  —  biassed  in  your  judgment 
should  in  like  manner  become  the  dupe  of  so 
accomplished  a  deceiver — surprises  me  not.^ 

"Now,  by  the  blessed  Mother  of  Heaven, 
Sir  Knight  !**'  exclaimed  Bertha,  no  longer  able 
to  restrain  her  indignation;  "  you  would  make 
angels  believe  fiends  are  virtuous  by  the  smooth- 
ness of  your  speech :  me,  however,  you  shall 
not  deceive.     And  now  I  pray  you  of  the 
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knightly  courtesy  you  profess,  to  cease  this 
persecution.  You  hare  had  my  answer;  and 
further  discussion  doth  but  produce  needless 
attack  and  recrimination.  Pity,  indeed,  is  it, 
the  fame  of  Roland  de  Montalban  sliould  hare 
fallen  so  low  in  the  estimation  of  an  unjust 
world  as  to  need  the  voice  of  a  weak  woman  in 
its  defence;  but  it  may  impart  some  comfort  to 
that  brave  Knight,  when  lie  learns,  that  though 
all  the  world  was  infected  with  the  slanderous 
reports  against  him,  and  held  him  manswom  and 
traitor,  still  was  there  one  small  voice  upraised 
to  defend  him,  and  tkal  the  voice  of  Berlha  de 
Lucy,  For  yourself,  Tristan  de  Vertain,  be 
warned  of  one  thing,  ero  you  plunge  deeper  still 
in  your  machinations— and  herein  I  speak  not 
from  any  vain  fond  hopes — Roland  of  Montal- 
ban-— the  injured — the  unfortunate — shall,  at  a 
time  when  you  least  expect  it,  appear  to  con- 
front you ;  and,  strong  in  the  consciousness  of 
his  own  innocence,  as  you  will  then  be  found 
weak  in  proofs  against  him,  shall  make  the 
world  confess  you  to  be  what  it  now  holds  him." 
These  words  had  scarce  passed  the  lips  of 
Bertha,  and  her  counlerance  still  glowed  with 
the  beautiful  inspiration  of  love  and  conscious 
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parity,  when  a  side  door  was  opened,  and  Sir 
Ralph  de  Lucy  entered,  his  step  unusually  hur* 
lied,  and  his  brow  slightly  ruffled.  When  he 
had  advanced  a  few  paces,  he  turned,  and  casta 
troubled,  and  somewhat  suspicious  glance  to* 
wards  the  open  door.  The  object  of  his  atten* 
tion  soon  appeared,  and  at  a  signal  from  him 
closed  the  door  cautiously. 

The  real  character  of  the  person  who  had  last 
entered  would,  doubtless,  be  speedily  discovered 
by  the  sagacious  reader,  although  no  one  in  the 
hall  at  first  penetrated  his  disguise :  we  have, 
therefore,  no  hesitation  in  avowing  him  to  be  Sir 
Roland  of  Mcmtalban, 
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Ilfl  leudi'd,  tiiey  WBrcli'd,  nnd  nimiDng'd  cvernvberB, 
Closet  and  clothei-pmu.  rbeat  and  window-lent; 
jinu  tliaj  prick'd,  and  curluini  with  tlieir  iirontf. 
And  wooDiIsd  ievvral  aliultera  and  come  boardi. 

Don  Jjt.w, 

Pkom  a  few  words  dropped  accidentally  at 
the  close  of  the  foiegoing  chapter,  it  will  be 
apprehended  that  Sir  Roland  still  retained 
his  disguise.  Indeed,  his  person  and  fea- 
tures were  even  more  closely  concealed  than 
when  lie  was  introduced  at  the  commencement 
of  our  story.  His  cowl  was  drawn  quite  for- 
ward, and  he  further  avoided  exposing  his  fea- 
tures to  view,  by  stooping  and  assuming  a  bend- 
ing gait,  which  at  the  same  time  diminished  the 
height  of  his  person  by  several  inches. 

He  followed  the  Baron  up  the  hall  without 
turning  to  the  right  or  to  the  left ;  but  he  stop- 
ped when  he  reached  the  spot  where  the  Lady 
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Bertha  and  Sir  Tristan  still  remained,  regarding 
one  another  with  looks  of  mutual  displeasure. 
Having  made  a  profound  obeisance  to  each,  un- 
mingled  apparently  with  the  slightest  emotion, 
he  passed  on  a  few  steps,  and  awaited  in  silence 
the  interrogatories  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy. 

The  Baron  had  seated  himself,  and  at  a  sig- 
nal De  Vertain  approached  so  near  that  they 
could  converse  together  in  low  whispers.  No- 
thing was  heard  but  the  last  few  words  spoken 
by  Sir  Ralph.  "  Twere  better,  "  he  said,  "  we 
receive  such  communication  as  the  holy  man 
may  be  enabled  to  make.  He  declares  himself 
but  lately  returned  from  the  Holy  land,  and, 
moreover,  that  he  brings  tidings  of  Sir  Roland.*' 

Bertha  started  at  the  mention  of  that  dear 
name,  and  surveyed  the  Pilgrim  with  an  anxious 
gaze.  Sir  Tristan  also  looked  upon  him  with  a 
scrutinizing  glance,  and  although  he  little  knew 
who  was  before  him,  his  brow  was  instantly 
clothed  with  a  dark  scowl,  that  revealed  vo- 
lumes to  Roland,  whose  suspicions  had  been 
strongly  excited  by  the  hints  that  Julian  had 
dropped  in  the  forest. 

''  You  declare,''  said  the  Baron,  addressing 
the  seeming    Pilgrim,   ''  that   you  are   newly 
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arrived  in  this  land,  and  that  you  bear  a  token 
from  the  Knight  of  Montalban." 

The  Pilgnm  signed  his  assent. 

"After  what  fashion,'"  continued  Sir  Ralph, 
"  was  the  token  that  Knight  bade  you  dehver, 
and  to  whom  ?" 

The  Pilgrim  sighed  deeply,  as  in  low  atcentK 
he  replied,  "  In  sooth,  noble  Sir,  he  named  none 
to  whom  I  should  especially  do  his  errand;  but 
thus  it  was — an  my  memory  fail  me  not  after 
BO  long  a  time — that  hia  bidding  was  enforced. 
'  Hie  thee  to  the  castle  of  Chilham,'  he  said  in 
faint  and  mournful  tones^for  may  it  please  you, 
good  Sirs,  to  know  that  the  poor  young  Knight 
now  lies  grievously  wounded,  and  in  exceeding 
pain  as  well  of  body  as  of  soul. — '  There  I  once 
possessed  dear  friends,  and  if  ita  ancient  walla 
still  hold  one  whose  heart  beats  for  Roland  of 
Montalban,  speak  in  these  words. — Although 
the  wing  of  the  Falcon  droopeth  heavily,  yet  is 
it  not  broken.  It  shall  rise  again  with  redoubled 
vigour,  and  bear  aloft  the  noble  bird,  that  he 
may  descend  with  sweeping  rapidity  upon  the 
crests  of  his  foes, be  they  ao  openly,  or  be  they  so 
in  secret.'  More  than  this  the  Knight  spake  not 
To  me  his  words  were  meaningless,  further  thau 
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that  as  the  Falcon  is  the  device  he  bears  for  his 
crest,  I  guessed  them  to  have  some  reference  to 
himself;  but  in  deliyering  them  I  have  acquitted 
myself  of  the  duty  to  which  my  promise  bound 
me. 

The  effect  of  the  Pilgrim's  words  upon  those 
who  heard  them  was  visible  in  the  countenance 
of  each.     The  Baron  in  great  amazemement, 
looked  towards  De  Vertain  for  an  explanation  ; 
but  the   countenance  of  that  Knight  afforded 
him  no  satisfactory  answer ;  it  seemed  as  though 
every  feature  and  every  muscle  were  wrought 
up  to  an  intense  gaze  that  should  penetrate  the 
disguise  of  the  speaker ;  apparently  however  he 
was  baffled,  for  though  the  scowl  on  his  brow 
grew  blacker,  the  dull  ferocity  of  his  eye  re- 
mained unchanged.     The  Lady  Bertha  indeed 
was  violently  affected,  for  she  alone  had  recog- 
nised the  Knight  of   Montalban.      The  deep 
emotion  of  the  seeming  Pilgrim — the  trembling 
and  melancholy  tones  of  his  voice — the  care 
with  which  he  concealed  every  feature — ^and, 
above  all,  the  falseness  of  the  tale  he  had  just 
told,  all  convinced  her  that  Morice  had  executed 
his  plan,  and  that  her  own  faithful  Roland  now 
•tood  before  her.     Pale  and  faint  she  staggered 
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to  a  Beat,  and  for  a  few  moments  her  eyes  were 
fixed  immoveably  upon  the  disguised  Knight. 
Her  situation  was,  indeed,  trying.  The  object 
of  her  dearest  affections — her  daily  thouglita — 
her  nightly  prayers  was  present,  unknown  to  all 
save  her.  She  knew  her  father  to  be  greatly 
under  the  influence  of  De  Vertain,  while  that 
Knight  himself  had  every  reason,  and  alas !  too 
much  power,  to  work  him  evil.  It  was  true, 
that  this  dangerous  foe  had  not  yet  recognised 
him,  but  the  slightest  change  in  her  features — 
nay,  a  passing  blush — the  smallest  symptom  of 
emotion,  might  betray  Roland  to  me  whose 
well  grounded  and  jealous  fear  would  instantly 
magnify  any  cause  for  suspicion.  These  thoughts 
passed  rapidly  through  her  mind,  and  her  forti- 
tude faile<l  her  not  at  need.  She  withdrew  her 
gaze  from  the  object  which  had,  as  it  were, 
&scinated  her,  and  fearing  to  look  upon  her 
father  or  De  Vertain,  she  retired  into  the  shadow 
of  a  dark  comer. 

The  disguised  Knight  was  conscious  of  the 
discovery  she  had  made,  and  bent  his  face  still 
more  towards  the  ground  that  he  might  conceal 
his  emotion  at  the  single  glance  he  had  caught 
from  her  dark  soft  eye.    It  was,  however,  with 
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great  difficulty  that  he  collected  his  thoughts  so 
as  to  reply  with  composure  to  the  Baron*s 
questions. 

'^  You  said  the  Knight  of  St.  Montalban  was 
badly  wounded,  Sir  Pilgrim,^  he  continued  with 
a  sternness  that  caused  Bertha  to  tremble,  '*  will 
you  so  far  tax  your  memory  as  to  relate  the 
time,  place,  and  circumstances  attending  his 
misadventure  ?" 

"  In  a  jousting,"  was  the  Pilgrim's  ready  re- 
ply, "  held  without  the  walls  of  Ptolemais,  in 
the  presence  of  the  King  and  Queen  of  Jerusa- 
lem, wherein  the  good  Knight  encountered  and 
was  vanquished  by  a  Saracen  champion/' 

"  Is  the  wound  of  a  dangerous  nature  ?'' 

'*  So  much  so  that  there  is  no  hope  of  his  re- 
turn home  for  many  months." 

"  And  how  looks  the  good  Knight  ?  He  was 
wont  to  be  of  noble  and  comely  aspect,  such  as 
men  delight  to  look  on  in  a  warrior." 

"  And  women  also,"  added  Sir  Tristan,  cast- 
ing a  meaning  and  bitter  glance  towards  the 
Lady  Bertha. 

She  however  heard  not  the  remark,  neither  as 
it  appeared  did  the  Baron,  for  he  said  to  the 
Knight  in  an  under  tone,  ''  Albeit,  I  know  the 
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knave  lies  in  his  teeth  at  each  word  he  utters, 
yet  in  the  very  foolishness  of  my  love  for  the 
youth  he  speaks  of,  1  cannot  choose  but  ques- 
tion him." 

Then  raising  his  voice,  he  continued  to  inter- 
rogate the  Pilgrim  with  varied  and  rapid  ques- 
tions, scarce  waiting  for  a  reply  to  one  ere  he 
hurried  on  another. 

"  Had  the  climate  shown  as  yet  its  undermi- 
ning effects  on  his  iron  frame,  for  the  strongest 
will  bend  beneath  that?  Told  his  haggard  eyes 
and  worn  cheeks  of  early  decay  ?  Alack !  he  waa 
a  comely  youth ;  but  what  changes  will  not 
whole  days  under  aims,  and  whole  nights  of 
watching  in  that  burning  clime  effect ;  spake 
he  ever  of  his  friends  at  home  ?  Or,  haply  you 
were  not  made  the  partner  of  his  thoughts. 
Say,  Pilgrim,  mentioned  he  aught  of  one  Ralph 
de  Lucy,  an  old  man,  who  albeit  of  stem  mould 
was  ivont  to  love  him  as  his  own  ? — Or  of  one 
Bertha " 

He  checked  himself,  partly  out  of  regard  to 
the  feelings  of  his  daughter,  and  partly  from  a 
consciousness  that  he  was  betraying  his  own  in 
the  presence  of  the  stranger.  He  then  rose,  and 
having  eyed  for  some  moments  the  three  persona 

vol.  I.  £ 
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Jbefore  him,  he  continued  more  sternly, ''  He  had 
B  brother  in  arms,  a  man  who  also  loved  him 
well:  one  Tristan de Vertain,  a  valiant  gentle- 
man and  an  accomplished  Knight,  even  as  was 
he  himself:  were  there  any  commands  for  such 
a  one  ?" 

**  Roland  turned  away,  and  it  required  a  fear- 
ful struggle  to  conceal  the  violence  of  his  emo- 
tion, for  his  whole  frame  was  shaken  by  it,  and 
his  tongue  refused  utterance  to  his  words. 

It  is  more  than  probable,  indeed,  that  the  dis- 
'guise  would  not  have  served  him  any  longer,  but 
that  almost  in  the  same  moment  as  the  Baron 
ceased  speaking,  a  horn  was  loudly  winded  from 
without  the  castle  gate. 

Sir  Tristan  and  the  Baron  started  to  their  feet 
in  the  greatest  amazement.  The  former  hasten- 
ed to  draw  his  pilgrim's  cowl  over  his  head  and 
features,  and  gathered  his  vest  closely  around  his 
person. 

"God's  life.  Sir  Knight!"  exclaimed  Sir 
Ralph,  "  what  may  import  yon  shrill  summons 
ftt  such  an  hour  !'* 

''Hark!  it  was  repeated  yet  more  loudly," 
0eid  De  Vertain,  *'  now,  an  I  guess  aright,  they 
hold  parley  at  the  gate.    Of  a  surety  it  must  be 
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that  some  p^y  of  the  king's  faction  is  belated, 
and  seeks  a  night's  shelter.  But  'tis  hard  to 
say  what  may  be  the  quality  of  your  guests  at 
any  hour  in  these  troubled  times." 

"  What  an  it  were  Sir  Stephen  and  his  party  V 
said  the  Baron,  "  He  may  have  secured  his  pri- 
soner in  the  vicinity  of  the  castle,  and  is  willing 
to  taste  our  hos|)itality  on  Ills  way  to  Dover. 

Sir  Tristan  turned  deadly  pale  at  this  sur- 
mise, and  bis  agitation  was  evident,  as  he  re- 
pUed — "That  may  hardly  be.  Roland  crossed 
not  to  this  side  of  the  river— and  yet,  what  if 
it  should  be  so. — Dc  Moi-tevaile  may  have  for- 
gotten, or  disobeyed  my  orders " 

The  Baron  interrupted  him.  "  You  think  it 
may  be  so.  I  would  it  -were.  For  bow  could  Ei 
more  speedy  conclusion  be  brought  about,  than 
by  confronting  the  accused  with  the  accuser? 
Ha!  said  I  well  Sir  Tristan?  'twere  surely 
no  such  fearful  meeting.  True  he  is  your  com- 
panion in  arms ■" 

"  Peace,  I  implore  you,  my  Lord  of  Chil- 
ham;  consider  the  presence  of  this  stranger, 
and  of  the  Lady  Bertha.  Surely — if  it  be  ui- 
deed  De  Mortevaile — it  were  not  fitting  that  at 
this  hour  a  prisoner  of  such  importance  be 
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suffered  to  go  at  large.  Some  dungeon — some  dis- 
tant tower — the  most  solitary  cell — were  surely 
better  for  this  night.  Who  shall  warrant  him 
unarmed  ? — and  you  need  not  be  informed  of 
his  intemperate  disposition.  Moi-eover,  who 
knows  what  rescue  may  be  attempted,  for  the 
Knight  is  held  in  gi*eat  esteem  by  the  malcon- 
tents. Bethink  you,  Sir  Ralph,  that  powerful 
succours  may  be  at  hand;  that  daring  deeds 
may  be  accomplished,  and  no  small  blame  be 
tast  upon  the  lord  of  this  castle.  Hark  to  the 
tread  of  armed  men  along  the  corridor.  It  must 
be  De  Mortevaile  and  his  party.  Curse  on  his 
self-willed  folly!  My  orders  were  strict  and 
clear  for  Dover.  By  my  father's  soul  he  shall 
hear  more  of  this !? 

The  sound  of  approaching  voices  and  foot- 
steps was  now  plainly  distinguished,  and  the 
coward  fears  of  De  Vertain  rose  to  a  pitch  of 
agony  which  seemed  in  itself  almost  a  sufficient 
retribution  for  his  crimes. 
.  "  I  beseech  you,  noble  Baron,'*  he  exclaimed, 
*'  to  forbid  their  approach  ere  it  be  too  late.  By 
all  sacred  things  I  cannot  abide  the  presence  of 
Roland !  I  am  not  prepared  for  the  trying 
sight  of  one  who  has  been  so  dear  to  me. 
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loaded  with  the  igDominioua  bonds  of  a  traitor, 
upon  my  impeach  me  ot.  Nay  then,  if  you  are 
beat  upon  your  own  course,  and  will  admit  the 
prisoner,  I  will  withdraw  for  a  season ;  you  may 
inform  yourself  of  his  guilt  by  qxiestioning  him 
yourself— I  cannot  await  his  coming." 

He  was  about  to  rush  from  the  hall,  when 
the  old  Seneschal  entered,  and  with  the  formal 
precision  of  his  office,  announced  the  name  of 
Sir  Stephen  de  Mortevaile.  The  Captain  ac- 
cordingly entered,  followed  by  about  twenty  of 
his  band,  in  the  midst  of  whom,  with  slow 
stately  steps  and  downcast  looks,  walked  our 
old  acquaintance,  Morice  Durand. 

Sir  Tristan  was  not  allowed  to  accomplish 
his  purpose ;  for  the  Baron  restrained  him  with 
a  firm  grasp  while  he  ealuted  the  Captain  of  the 
free  lances. 

De  Moi^tevaile  bowed  profoundly,  and  made 
way  for  his  prisoner  to  advance. 

"  Light  of  my  eyes,  Sir  Stephen!"  exclaimed 
the  Baron ;  "  have  we  more  pilgrims  among  us  ? 
As  I  live,  Sir  Tristan,  'tia  a  day  worth  noting !" 

Morice  involuntarily  started  at  hearing  that 
name:  but  he  carefully  avoided  looking  to- 
wards the  Knight. 
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, .  ^  By  the  rood  of  Oanterbiuy  !*'  exclaimed 
tlie  Baron,  ''  our  good  castle  of  Chilham  hath 
BOt  beoi  blessed  with  so  great  a  show  of  out- 
ijrmrd  holiness  since  the  day  when  my  ancestor, 
Fulbert  of  Dover,  set  forth  upon  his  pilgrimage 
to  the  shrine  of  Saint  Thomas  at  the  head  of 
Hate  hondred  pilgrims !  But  for  the  cause  of 
this,  your  unlooked  -for  arrival.  Sir  Knight—" 

Sir  Stephen  hastened  to  render  any  further 
question  needless,  by  presenting  the  warrant  of 
the  Lord  Constable  De  Burgh ;  and  while  the 
Baron's  eye  glanced  rapidly  across  the  scroll, 
lie  said,  *^  You  will  perceive,  noble  sir,  that  the 
garb  of  my  prisoner  is  such  as  the  warrant  de- 
scribes. Also  touching  his  stature  and  his 
bearing  in  other  respects." 
:  '*  It  matters  not,"  interrupted  the  Baron ;  "of 
all  those  points  you  alone  are  to  be  satisfied* 
I  am  given  to  learn.  Sir  Stephen,  that  you  have 
captured  this  Knight  upon  a  royal  warrant* 
What  more  V 

*'  The  well-known  loyalty  of  Sir  Ralph  de 
Lucy  I  have  esteemed  my  best  surety  for  my 
action,''  said  the  Captain,  with  a  low  reverence 
and  a  flattering  smile  which  had  its  due  effect, 
'^  and  seeing  the  disturbed  state  of  the  country. 
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as  also  the  great  distance  that  lay  between  me 
and  Dover,  I  have  made  bold  to  present  myself 
here,  praying  a  night's  lodging  and  hospitality 
for  myself  and  followers." 

"  You  are  welcome,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the 
Baron,  "  though  you  came  with  thrice  your  fol- 
lowing. 1  am  content,  so  you  hold  yourself 
acquitted  of  your  duty  in  lodging  your  prisoner 
in  this  poor  castle,  rather  than  in  the  royal  hold 
of  Dover,  whither,  I  dare  swear  (albeit  I  lack 
the  clerkJy  power  to  unravel  these  iukhom 
mysteries),  you  are  enjoined  to  convey  his 
person. 

While  Sir  Ralph  spoke,  he  had  been  survey- 
ing the  prisoner  with  an  attentive  eye,  and  he 
now  continued  todo  so  with  increased  earnestness- 
He  could  not  but  marvel  at  tlie  addition  which 
had  been  made  to  the  height  of  the  supposed  Ro- 
land, as  well  as  the  increased  bulk  of  his  person. 
Again  and  again  he  examined  the  form  of  the 
prisoner,  and  each  time  with  increased  doubt 
and  suspicion.  At  length,  after  many  attempts, 
he  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  features  beneath  the 
cowl,  and  momentary  as  it  was,  it  sufficed  to 
convince  him  that  the  seeming  Pilgiim  was  not 
the  Knight  of  Montalban.     In  great  coostema- 
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tion  he  turned  towards  Sir  Tristan.  That  Knight 
had  not  yet  dared  to  meet  the  eye  of  his  injured 
comrade^  and  had  failed  of  making  the  dis- 
covery. 

r  The  Baron  rose,  and  taking  him  apart,  said 
in  a  low  whisper,  "  Either  there  is  treachery 
here,  or  we  are  made  the  fools  of  some  gibing 
knaves.  Look  on  yon  priestly  apparelled 
masker.  Call  you  him  brother  in  arms  ?  Go 
to  Sir  Tristan — ^never.  Where  be  the  proud 
flashes  of  the  Montalban^s  eye  ? — ^Whose  bulky 
shoulders — whose  height  have  we  here  ?  Ha  ! 
De  Vertain— '' 

'  The  single  glance  which  Sir  Tristan  ventured 
to  throw  upon  the  object  of  suspicion,  convinced 
him  that  De  Mortevaile  had  committed  an  error, 
which  might  ensure  the  ruin  of  all  his  schemes, 
and  it  was  with  a  quivering  voice,  and  teeth 
strongly  compressed,  that  he  whispered,  "As  I  live 
'tis  no  other  than  Morice  Durand,  his  Esquire." 
"  How  say  you  ?"*'  exclaimed  the  Baron  aloud, 
'*  Are  we  thus  played  upon  ?  Ho  there  ! — Strip 
off  that  false  knave'^s  robe.  Here  is  a  plot — we 
are  betrayed. — Without  there — look  to  the  doors. 
: — Drag  forth  the  insolent  wretch  !" 
.    Morice  was  forthwith  stripped  of  his  garment 
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by  the  gaping  free  companions,  who  instinctively 
obeyed  the  Baron's  orders,  without  comprehend- 
ing the  cause  of  his  sudden  wrath. 

In  the  meantime  our  Esquire,  albeit  some- 
what alanued  at  his  perilous  situation,  could 
not  help  smihng  with  satisfaction,  as  he  be- 
held the  angry  gestures  of  the  fiery  old  Baron, 
and  the  baffled  rage  that  sat  on  the  brow 
of  De  Vertain.  This  latter  now  whispered  some- 
thing in  the  Baron's  ear,  which  produced  an  in- 
stantaneous effect  upon  his  demeanour;  and  his 
features,  though  they  could  not  assume  the  cold 
malignant  expression  of  the  Knight's,  settled  into 
one  of  determined  anger,  as  in  a  voice  like  rolling 
thunder  he  vociferated  "  Ho  !  there,  attendants 
— bring  forward  that  Pilgrim  who  arrived  to 
night,  with  a  false  tale  of  his  wanderings  m 
Palestine." 

Morice  turned  pale  at  these  words,  knowing 
well  to  whom  they  must  refer,  and  with  a  beat- 
ing heart  he  awaited  the  issue  of  the  command. 
Great,  however,  was  his  astonishment,  and  still 
greater  tliat  of  the  Baron,  at  the  dead  silence 
which  ensuetl,  and  which  remauied  unbroken 
for  the  space  of  a  minute,  no  person  in  the  hall 
either  moving,  or  offering  any  reply. 
k3 
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With  increased  vehemence  it  was  repeated  by 
&i  Ralph.  A»d  now  a  universal  confusion  arose 
nuKiii!;;  the  iittcndante,  as  well  as  the  free  com- 
}iiinimi!i,  accompanied  hy  that  low  whispenng, 
mml  that  wa\ing  to  and  fro  of  the  crowd,  which 
implies  a  E,«neral  knowledge  of  some  secret  that 
ruch  mmid  rwther  hear  disclosed  by  his  neigh- 
bour than  by  himself. 

A  third  time  the  Baron  roared  aloud,  stamping 
fmiouBly  upon  the  floor,  "  That  Pilgrim,  I  say — 
the  proclaimed  traitoi*,  Roland  of  Montalban — 
for  as  I  am  a  Christian  Knight  'tis  no  other !" 

At  this  announcement,  the  expressions  of  sur- 
prise among  the  ci'owd  burst  forth  aloud,  but 
all  voices  were  speedily  hushed,  when  the  calm, 
yet  bitter  tones  of  Sir  Tristan  were  heard,  like 
the  croaking  of  the  ill-omened  raven,  which  will 
rise  above  the  raging  of  the  storm. 

"  You  do  well,  Lord  of  Chilham,"  he  said, 
•'  to  stand  like  one  who  can  command  obedience, 
smnmoning  tliis  most  valiant  Knight ;  when  all 
present  know  that  the  Lady  Bertha  hath  snatched 
the  occasion  to  secure  his  escape,  and  hath  more- 
over— nay,  bend  not  your  brow  on  me,  Sir  Baron, 
—afforded  him  her  own  invaluable  protection  and 
escort." 
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The  old  Knight  started  up,  and  with  tlie  voice 
and  gestures  of  a  madman  exclaimed,  "  Hell  and 
hell's  fiends  ! — is  it  indeed  as  you  say  ?  And 
these  trembling,  cowardly  idiots  feared  to  tell  me. 
Up  ye  false  followers,  ye  faint-hearted  vassals — 
up  and  after  them.  Rouse  ye,  1  say !  Why 
stand  ye  agape  and  loitering.  Begone  every 
one  of  ye.  What,  shall  we  be  played  upon 
by  women?  —  Cheated  of  our  just  wrath  by 
pale-faced  girls  ?  No  by  our  manhood  !  Away 
then — call  out  the  men-at-arms—  let  every  horse 
be  put  in  requisition.  Sir  Stephen,  your  lawful 
prisoner  hath  escaped — I  will  support  you  in 
your  duty.  Let  nor  wood,  nor  glen  within  a 
doaen  miles  be  unsearched — scour  all  the  coun- 
try round  by  troops — fire  the  beacon  on  the 
northern  tower — sound  the  alarum  bell — sum- 
mon the  vassals. — A  thousand  crowns  for  his  head 
who  hath  stolen  away  my  daughter ! " 

"  Or  rather,  whom  your  daughter  hath  stolen 
away,"  said  De  Vertain,  with  one  of  his  sneering 
RDulee. 

The  Baron  heard  him  not,  but  went  on  wildly ; 
•*  Alas !  good  Knight,  grieve  with  me  in  my  be- 
reavement— Woe's  me  !  I  have  lost  my  Bertha. 
That  traitor !  be  shall  rue  the  day  when  he  thus 
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crossed  me.  Oh,  good  De  Vertain — would  you 
had  the  maiden — ^would  a  thousand  times — ^yet 
we  do  but  waste  precious  moments  in  vain 
jregrets. — Up,  Sir  Knight,  and  be  doing;  you  will 
not  shrink  from  your  own  cause — I  will  do 
my  part. — ^What,  ho!  Let  Black  Richard  be 
saddled,  and  led  forth  instantly ! — I  shall  fur- 
nish you  with  a  horse  of  an  hundred — his  sire 
was  the  gift  of  our  lion  king — a  horse  that  shall 
make  mountains  mole-hills  in  his  course — spurn 
the  rocky  hill-side,  as  'twere  the  smooth  green- 
sward in  the  tilt-yard,  and  swim  a  torrent  all 
barbed  in  mail,  like  a  cygnet  taking  pastime — 
Fitzwarren,  I  say,  let  Black  Richard  be  accoutred 
for  the  Knight  of  the  Griffin — ^they  are  worthy 
one  another!" 

And  thus  the  fiery  old  man  went  on,  issuing  a 
multiplicity  of  orders  for  raising  the  country, 
and  commencing  a  distant  pursuit,  without  re- 
flecting that  the  fugitives  could  not  even 
have  left  the  hall  many  minutes  before  the 
alarm  was  given,  and  that  it  was  hardly  possible 
they  should  have  attempted  to  pass  the  castle 
gate  with  the  prospect  of  so  speedy  a  discovery 
of  their  escape. 

Upon  these  points,  however,  Sir  Tristan  took 
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some  pains  to  convince  him;  and  he  was  at 
length  so  far  pacified,  that  he  agreed  to  recall 
his  furions  mandates,  contenting  himself  with 
instituting  a  strict  search  throughout  the  castle* 
This  he  in  a  great  measure  superintended  him- 
self:  hut  it  was  all  to  no  purpose,  for  neither 
the  Lady  Bertha,  the  Knight,  nor  Julian  the 
Page  (whose  disappearance  had  also  been  dis- 
covered), were  to  be  found  ;  and  day  had  begun 
to  dawn  upon  the  castle,  ere  the  torches  of  the 
weary  domestics  and  the  angry  free  companions 
were  wholly  extinguished,  and  ere  sorrow  for  the 
loss  of  his  daughter  had  prevailed  over  wrath 
against  the  Knight  of  Montalban,  in  the  breast 
of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


Jealons  of  the  lislening  air, 
Tbej  Bteat  their  way  Trom  sUir  to  stair. 
Nmr  in  gliminer  uid  now  in  gloom; 
And  now  tliej  pass  the  Bgioa'a  room, 
Aa  atill  aa  ilealh  frith  stifled  hrealh. 

CnnitTAsa., 


It  was  when  the  crowd  had  begun  to  thicken 
around  De  Mortevaile  and  hia  prisoner,  and 
while  the  attention  of  every  person  in  the  hal! 
was  directed  to  wliat  passed  around  them,  that 
some  one  whispered  in  the  ear  of  Sir  Roland  de 
Montalban,  "  You  have  friends  without — follow 
me,  and  you  shall  be  with  them  anon," 

Upon  hearing  these  unexpected  words  of  com- 
fort, the  Knight  turned,  and  perceived  Julian, 
the  Page,  gliding  from  him  towards  the  door, 
and  signing  that  he  should  follow.      He  via* 
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not  backward  in  obeying  the  signal,  and  croucTi- 
ing  as  low  as  possible,  while  he  drew  his  cowl 
and  robe  more  closely  around  his  person, 
he  threaded  his  way  tlirough  the  crowd  (hat 
still  continued  to  enter,  and  reached  the  door 
without  exciting  any  observation,  or  meeting 
with  any  interruption. 

In  silence  his  conductor  led  him  down  a 
brood  flight  of  stairs^  and  along  several  low  pas- 
sages, dimly  lighted  by  torches  that  flickered  in 
the  wind  as  it  mshed  through  the  loop-holes  or 
doors.  At  length  he  paused  before  a  door  in  a 
dark  recess  that  stood  ajar.  He  opened  it 
without  any  estraordiaary  caution,  and  signed 
flje  Knight  to  enter.  The  chamber  into  which 
it  admitted  them  was  square  and  low :  the  walls 
were  of  roughly  hewn  stone,  and  seemed  disco- 
loured by  the  damps  of  ages,  Frontingthe  arched 
doorway  was  a  niche,  of  such  width  and  depth 
that  two  persons  had  been  able  to  conceal  them- 
Belves  in  it;  and,  but  for  the  light  of  a  small 
lamp,  which,  being  suspended  from  the  centre 
of  the  roof,  shed  its  feeble  rays  directly  upon 
them.  Sir  Roland  had  not  been  aware  of  their 
presence.  No  sooner  had  Julian  closed  the 
door,  than  be  advanced  to  tlie  niche  in  the  wall, 
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and  said,  in  a  voice  hardly  above  a  whisper, 
"Thus  far  all  hath  gone  well — here  doth  the 
Falcon  pause,  ere  he  begins  his  flight.  Come 
forth,  and  welcome  him." 

The  Knight's  ecstasy  may  be  imagined,  but 
not  described,  when  he  beheld,  in  the  first  who 
came  forth,  hie  ov,ii  dear  and  faithful  Bertha. 
Speechless  with  joy,  he  pressed  her  in  an  ardent, 
an  imreproved  embrace :  but  she  prevented  any 
further  expression  of  his  feelings,  saying,  in  a  hur- 
ried manner,  "  The  danger,  my  Roland,  is  not 
yet  passed :  let  us  not  be  lost  by  indulging  in  a 
joy  which  may  so  easily  be  snatched  from  us." 

"  Passed,  did  you  say,  Madam?"  exclaimed 
Julian,  "  as  I  Hve  it  has  not  yet  begun  !  No,  Sir 
Kmght,  there  is  much  to  be  done  ere  we  can 
allow  you  time  for  s|)eech.  But  I  must  present 
to  your  notice  an  ancient  friend,  one  well  worthy 
your  regard,  and  one  who  has  been  faithful  to 
your  fortunes  in  the  extremity  of  danger." 

So  saying,  Julian  led  forth  a  man  arrayed  in 
a  shirt  of  mail,  and  armed  with  a  battle-axe  of 
formidable  weight.  At  the  first  glance.  Sir  Ro- 
land supposed  him  to  be  one  of  De  Mortevaile's 
free  companions,  but  when  he  dofted  the  steel 
bacinetand  half  vizor,  which  had  atonce  protected 
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his  head,  and  concealed  his  features,  he  displayed 
the  intelligent  though  melancholy  countenance 
of  Giraud  de  Casalon. 

"  God's  life,  dear  Giraud  !"  exclaimed  tlie 
Knight,  foigetring  in  his  joy  the  silence  which 
had  been  imposed  upon  him,  "  and  art  thou  here 
in  that  martial  garb  ?  By  Heaven  that  mail 
shirt  hangs  about  thy  spare  form  as  it  had  been 
my  grandsire's  armour,  who  I  have  heard  stood 
seven  feet  in  his  hose.  Prithee,  whence  gottest 
thou  it  ?" 

"  In  very  truth  it  fits  my  shape  as  little  as  my 
pleasure,  sweet  Knight,"  said  the  Minstrel. 
"  But  anon  will  I  tell  you  how  it  is  that  I  have 
been  masking  and  careering  to  night,  as  also 
othem'ise  in  times  past,  in  the  service  of  this  felse 
De  Vertain — " 

"  Silence  an  thou  loveat  me,  Giraud,"  ex- 
claimed the  Page.  "  By  Saint  Julian  thou  wilt 
mar  our  plans  an  thou  pratest  thus— and  you, 
beau  Sire  de  Montalban — bethink  you  of  the  im- 
minent peril  in  which  you  are.  I  have  provided 
all  things  for  your  retreat  from  the  netinto  which 
you  have  unwittingly  cast  yourself;  and  if  you 
will  submit  yourself  to  my  guidance,  I  shall 
speedily  bring  you  where  you  may  indulge  in 
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aHBelxief  speech  with  these  your  friends,  ere  you 
betake  youreelf  to  some  place  of  safety,  far  from 
the  castle.  Have  you  ever  heard  tell  of  a  certain 
aabt^ranean  passage  ?" 
.  ^  Ha  lean  you  indeed  obtain  me  such  egress?" 
exclaimed  Sir  Roland  joyfully.  "  It  leads,  if  I 
icmember  right,  to  the  river^s  bank/'  The  Min- 
stiel  here  interposed,  saying  eagerly,  ''How, 
master  Page,  is  this  the  passage  by  which  the 
Abbot  of  Saint  Radegmid's  (as  the  tale  runs), 
escaped  in  company  with  the  wild  free-booter 
Tony  Sling-the-stone,  when  the  holy  man  had 
come  all  the  way  from  Thanet  to  shrive  the 
beautiful  but  not  sinless  Lady  Maude,  and 
through  which  he  vras  pursued  by  the  irreverant 
Knight  Sir  Nigel  de  Lucy,  who  was  said  to  have 
sworn  by  Hell  and  by  Satan's  leg  that  gown  and 
scapulary  should  never  cross  his  threshold?^ 

*'  Now  prithee  peace  with  thy  minstrel  lore," 
interrupted  Julian,  perceiving  that  the  good  man 
was  opening  upon  a  scent  which  it  would  be  dif- 
ficult to  make  him  abandon.  ''By  the  mass 
thou  wouldst  run  on  vnth  thy  vnld  skimble- 
skamble  tales  till  the  Baron  and  Sir  Tristan, 
with  ten  score  of  followers,  were  upon  us  ! 
Thou  art  a  very  bell-wether,  whose  neck-gear  is 
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eTertinkliog,  be  it  Deeded  or  not.     Out  upoa 
tbee." 

"  The  Page  epealis  well,"  said  Sir  Roland, 
"  and  he  is,  moreover,  the  leader  in  this  adven- 
ture; wherefore  I  pray  you  gentle  Minstrel, 
withhold  your  discourse  till  a  more  fitting  sea- 
£0D,  But  for  this  same  passage,  Julian,  are  you 
well  assured  that  its  existence  is  uiiknon'u  te 
Sr  Tristan  de  Vertain?" 

"  Full  well,"  replied  tlie  Page,  "  and  those 
few  to  whom  its  intricacies  have  been  revealed 
will  rather  stand  our  friends  than  our  foea  <Hi 
this  occasion.  There  is  good  Adam  Turvile, 
the  porter,  and  there  is  that  most  silent  and  dis- 
creet of  archers,  Clym  Clencham  :  both  of  tliem 
devoted  to  my  Lady'scause.  Then  the  passage 
is  known  to  Roger  Paveley,  the  Seneschal ;  ha 
is  a  true  man  to  his  Lord,  but  if  I  know  him,  be 
would  not  see  a  hair  of  the  Lady's  Bertha's  head 
injured.  It  may  be  that  my  Lord  in  his  angry 
mood  shall  forget  the  importance  of  the  secret, 
and  stumble  upon  the  trap  door  amoi^  his 
orders.  There  were  in  sooth  a  pretty  matter. 
But  pray  Heaven  his  wrath  rather  stand  in  the 
way  of  his  memory.     The  two  body  Esquires 
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frill,  doubtless,  be  at  hand ;  they  are  in  the 
secret  of  the  passage — ^but  I  warrant  neither 
JBgbunour  de  Vilemont  nor  Aymer  Fitzwarren,  are 
the  men  to  recall  it  to  him,  were  it  but  for  their 
ill  will  against  De  Vertain :  by  the  same  token 
that  I  heard  them  both  tow  they  would  win 
their  knightly  spurs  in  combat  with  him.  Thus 
we  may  esteem  them  ours,  body  and  soul.'*' 

Julian  now  opened  the  door,  and  went  forth 
to  ascertain  whether  any  pursuit  had  yet  com- 
menced. All  however  remained  quiet,  he  re- 
turned to  the  stone  chamber,  and  informed  the 
]^ight  that  he  was  about  to  lead  the  way  to  the 
subterranean  passage.  He  first,  however,  took 
the  lamp  from  the  chain  by  which  it  hung,  and 
bidding  the  Minstrel  close  the  door  securely,  he 
stole  softly  along  the  first  passage  they  had  to 
traverse.  He  was  followed  first,  by  Sir  Roland, 
tenderly  supporting  the  Lady  Bertha,  and  lastly 
by  the  Minstrel,  who  lengthened  the  small  pro- 
pession  by  walking  a  few  paces  in  the  rear. 
Bemardus,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  has 
^iled  to  assign  a  reason  for  his  so  doing;  we  are 
therefore  left  to  conjecture  how  far  he  proposed 
to  himself  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  a  rear  scout. 
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or  how  far  he  shrank  from  becoming  a  spy,  as  it 
were,  upon  two  fond  lovers  thus  suddenly  united 
after  a  long  alisence. 

All  appeared  quiet  in  the  castle.  Neither  the 
shouts  of  revelry  nor  the  dreaded  confusion  of 
pursuit  broke  upon  the  hearing  of  the  anxious 
fugitives.  The  corridors  through  which  they 
passed,  and  the  flights  of  steep  winding  stairs 
which  they  descended,  appeared  to  have  no  end, 
and  the  Knight  was  about  to  express  his  alarm 
and  impatience,  when  all  further  progress  ap- 
peared to  he  stopped  by  a  sohd  stone  wall, 
which  was  suddenly  presented  to  them  as  they 
turned  a  sharp  angle  in  a  low  nari-ow  passage. 
But  he  was  soon  to  find  that  he  had  reached 
the  very  spot  which  held  out  to  hina  a  refuge 
from  further  danger.  The  Page  bent  close  to 
the  ground,  and  slowly  moving  the  lamp  along 
the  stone  floor,  he  showed  a  small  iron  ring,  so 
deeply  sunk  as  to  be  imperceptible  to  any  eye 
not  before  aware  of  its  existence.  This  he  lifted, 
and  touching  at  the  same  time  a  concealed 
sprbg,  was  enabled  to  open  the  trap-door.  All 
that  could  be  seen  was  a  flight  of  wooden  steps, 
moveable  from  below.  "Take  the  lamp,  Sir 
Minstrel,"  said  Julian,  "  lead  ou — I  must  be  the 
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last,  that  I  may  fasten  the  trap  door  and  so  con* 
firm  our  safety." 

Giraud  descended,  and  was  followed  by  the 
Ijady  Bertha  and  Sir  Koland.  The  Page  was 
8tiU  above :  and  as  he  seized  the  door  to  draw 
it  after  him,  he  heard  the  shouts  of  the  pursuers, 
who  were  already  in  motion. 

"  God  of  Heaven  l**  he  exclaimed,  "  our  flight 
is  discovered.  Hark,  Sir  Knight,  how  the  con- 
fused voices  echo  along  the  vaulted  roofs.  The 
blood-hounds  are  afoot ;  pray  Heaven  they  be 
not  speedily  laid  on  the  right  track.  Long  may 
it  be  ere  a  torch  gleams  upon  this  good  wall !" 

He  pulled  the  door  down,  and  drew  forward 
several  massive  bolts,  then  leaping  nimbly  down 
the  ladder,  he  removed  it  so  as  to  cut  off  all 
communication  with  the  upper  coridor.  He 
then  joined  the  fugitive  party,  who  were  en- 
gaged in  examining  the  passage  which  had 
afforded  them  so  secure  a  retreat.  It  was  hewn 
out  of  the  solid  rock,  underneath  the  castle,  but 
had  been  strengthened  in  many  places  by  cir- 
cular Saxon  arches  of  rough  granite.  Upon 
its  low  brow  and  rude  sides  hung  the  damps  of 
many  centuries :  the  atmosphere  was  thick  and 
unwholesome^  and  the  chill  which  ran  through 
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the  frame  upon  entering  it,  gave  the  impression 
of  having  stepped  into  some  horrible  charael- 
house.  But  upon  the  present  occasion  these 
evils  were  disregarded  by  the  party,  who  fled 
onward  with  increasing  hopes  of  safety ;  tliey 
thought  with  gratitude  of  the  free  air  they 
would  shortly  breathe  on  the  river's  bank,  and 
looked  back  shuddering  upon  the  abode  they 
had  left. 

In  silence  they  continued  their  course,  till  at 
length  they  left  all  sound  of  their  pursuers  far 
behind,  and  when  they  came  to  a  small  flight 
of  steps  hewn  out  of  the  side  of  the  passage, 
the  Page  stopped,  and  pointing  to  thein,  said, 
**  You  know  not  whither  these  steps  give  en- 
trance, lady." 

"  That  may  hardly  be,  fair  Page,"  replied 
Bertha,  "  seeing  that  I  now,  for  the  first  time, 
set  foot  in  this  dreary  and  tomb-like  cavern," 

"  I  marvel  much,"  said  the  knight,  "  that 
there  should  be  steps  before  we  reach  the  end 
of  the  passage ;  what  may  be  their  purpose, 
Julian  ?" 

"  Look  upwards,"  replied  the  Page,  elevating 
his  lamp.  "  See  you  not  a  door,  half  hid  by 
this  pillar?    That  door  leads  into  the  chapel 
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near  Hundbert's  tower.  Marked  you  ever  the 
sepulchre  of  Sir  Fulbert?  It  stands,  as  you 
well  must  know,  scarce  two  paces  from  the 
wall  facing  the  chief  door." 

**  I  know  it  well,"  said  Bertha,  "  but  what 
of  this  door — ^ 

"  The  sepulchre  conceals  a  sliding  pannel  in 
the  wall,  which  opens  upon  this  door,"  said 
Julian. 

''  In  short,''  said  Giraud,  "  there  is  a  com- 
munication between  the  chapel  and  this  sub- 
terranean passage,  and  what  so  marvellous 
therein,  that  thou  shouldst  pause,  master  Page, 
wasting  time  which  is  by  thine  own  account  so 
precious?  Ffaith,  good  Julian,  I  can  now 
smite  thee  with  thine  own  club;  for  knowing 
that  every  moment  is  good  for  a  step  out  of 
this  peril,  thou  art  yet  minded  to  engage  in  a 
discourse  which,  at  the  least,  is  unprofitable, 
and  nowise  pertinent  to  the  matter  in  hand. 

Ha!  ha!  my  fair  gentleman,  I  have  thee  at 
a  disadvantage." 

"  Your  tongue,  with  reverence,  hath  run 
a-head  of  your  knowledge  touching  this  par- 
ticular thing,  master  Minstrel/'*  said  Julian, 
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sharply.  "  This  door  must  open  a  way  for  the 
return  of  the  Lady  Bertha." 

"  God  help  thee,  Julian,"  said  Roland,  "  thou 
art  formed  for  plots  and  counterplots.  I  tell 
thee,  Giraud,  this  youth  hears  in  his  one  head 
the  wit  and  judgment  of  a  whole  band  of  min- 
strek,  and  of  a  hundred  heavy  fisted  knights, 
wherefore  be  warned,  or  thou  mayest  confess  it 
to  thy  cost." 

"  Thanks  for  your  fair  terms,  Sir  Knight," 
said  Julian  ;  "  I  might  show  my  unworthiness 
thereof,  but  that  I  hold  partly  with  the  Minstrel. 
SufEceth,  that  by  means  of  this  door,  and  the 
sliding  panel,  I  shall  conduct  the  Lady 
Bertha " 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  sound  of  a  deep 
voice,  which  seemed  to  proceed  from  above  the 
trap-door  through  which  they  had  descended. 
It  was  repeated,  and  ivords  appeared  to  be 
spoken,  though  they  were  lost  in  the  confusion 
of  their  own  echoes.  A  third  time,  and  yet 
more  loudly  did  the  voice  above  shout  forth, 
and  Julian  imagined  even  that  he  could  distin- 
guish his  own  name.  This  he  remarked  to  the 
Knight,  "  Butbe  that  as  it  may,"  he  continued, 

VOL.    I,  L 
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^%&  plam  our  coune  has  been  discovered. 
Hark — they  knock — and  now  they  shout  again 
— *lwas  JuKan  as  I  liTe  !  We  must  on  with 
fedoubled  speed,  and  we  may  yet  have  time  and 
Id  spare.  I  have  drawn  bolts  on  this  side  'twould 
lake  all  the  smiths  in  Dover  to  wrench  off  from 
above ;  the  door  itself  is  of  stone,  three  spans 
and  more  in  thickness — a  giant  could  not  lift 
it  without  the  aid  of  the  spring.  Forward, 
Sr  Knight  !'* 

^  What  distance  lies  between  us  and  the  door 
'-opening  upon  the  river  ?"  demanded  Roland. 

At  this  question  Julian  started,  as  though 
some  thought  had  suddenly  occurred  to  him; 
and  instead  of  making  any  reply,  put  his  hand 
to  his  girdle  with  the  motion  of  a  person  who 
decks  anxiously  and  in  uncertainty  for  some 
object.  What  he  sought  for  was  not  to 
be  found,  and  still  he  continued  his  motions 
^thout  speaking,  and  with  a  degree  of  agita- 
'tion  that  much  alarmed  the  knight.  At  length 
the  flush  of  feverish  anxiety  which  had  risen  in 
his  countenance,  gave  place  to  the  deadly  pale- 
ness of  dread  confirmed.  He  gnashed  his  teeth 
as  in  convulsive  agony — ^he  struck  his  forehead 
with  his  clenched  hand,  and  stamping  furiously 
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f  w  Uw   gnuuul,  he  cxcUumeil, 

Hbot  tliat  1  have  been  .'     AJon !  Si 

yoD    are  a  lost  Diaii — Lady    ih-rttia,  MM   J«i 

bdieve  it— I  Iihtc  for^tteu  the " 

"  Huw — the  kpy  !"  L-xcluimvd  Giraad^  is  a|> 
in<»t  i-()u;tl  aeitalion. 

"  Hvc-D  so— I  reiueiuIxT  ttiuL  I  lei\  tk  on  A* 
chest  in  the  stone  cbaDibcr — I  Diiii-t  have  iMt 
Bftht  of  it  as  1  rearbcd  down  the  lamp." 

"And  i^  there  in  verity  no  olhf-r  nMOi  «f 
•gicw  T'  deBWDded  the  MinBirel, "  bat  the  qses- 
tioD  H  a  needless  one,  else  had  we  act  been  hem 
I  fear  then  we  are  indeed  undone.  To  return 
were  madness. — But  hark. !  again  voices  t-all  from 
sbove— they  beat  upon  the  trap-door. — Saints  of 
Pandise !  they  have  found  the  spring  in  the 
stone. — Now  blessed  be  the  hand  that  forged 
tbooe  good  iron  bolte,  they  will  hold  out  against 
mmy  a.  atrong  pull." 

F(v  some  moments  the  Pa^e  had  been  sunk 
in  ft  stupitying  despondency  at  the  contempla* 
tion  of  this  new  and  unlocked  for  mii^fortune, 
but  es  a  thought  suddenly  flashed  across  hia 
mind,  he  started  up,  and  while  a  glow  of  joy 
illnmiiuted  his  pale  features,  he  exclaimed, 
^  Blessed  be  my  patron  saint !  1  have  it— one 
l2 
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liope  yet  remains  to  ua.  Listen,  Sir  Knight :  we 
muBt  to  the  chapel.  That  place  will  already 
have  been  6earched,  and  will  be  now  free  from 
saspicion,  so  will  it  afford  us  at  least  present  se 
cnrity.  With  the  morrow,  fresh  aid  may  arise. 
1  will  be  the  first  to  enter,  and  will  ascertain 
■whetheralt  be  safe.  Pntiiec,  Giraud,  remain  till 
the  last ;  and  look  you  close  the  door,  so  tliat  the 
spring  fail  not,  for  'tis  of  a  most  intricate  and 
delicate  construction." 

At  this  proposal,  the  jealous  fears  of  Sir  Ro- 
land were  roused,  and  the  suspicion  crossed  his 
mind  that  Julian  was  playing  him  false.  The 
andden  disclosure  of  his  having  left  the  key — 
his  previous  mention  of  the  chapel  and  of  the 
sliding  panel — his  wish  now  to  conduct  them 
to  so  insecure  a  place  of  refuge — all  these  the 
alarmed  Knight  regarded  as  so  many  signs  of 
treachery  in  the  youth,  who  appeared  to  be  the 
most  zealous  of  his  friends.  Under  thia  im- 
pression he  confronted  the  Page,  and  roughly 
seizing  his  arm,  exclaimed,  "  By  my  father's 
soul,  Sir  Page,  an  thou  hast  played  the  traitor, 
and  hast  brought  me  hither  that  my  foes  may  the 
more  surely  ensnare  me,  as  from  thy  bearing  I 
do  shrewdly  suspect,  'twere  better  to  have  met 
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death  in  its  m(»t  drcadttl  form  tliaii  to  hwe 
come  aerobe  the  Montultjaji's  vf  ngcancr  !  ^lealCf 
silTTLh,  art  thua  what  thou  speuieut,  the  tnc  Ukd 
hoDeet  fiieiK]  uf  Roland  nad  the  Ijidy  BorUw? 
la  there  no  dark  and  Hf^<-(1  [mrpom-  intfaia  klM 
of  the  key,  and  this  sudden  projiosal  of  uccnd- 
ing  to  the  chapel  l" 

Hearing  the  Knight  Kpeak  thus,  Joliao 
stepped  buck  wards  ^u'd  dmwing  tiinuclf  {mmdly 
Dp,  while  u  Hush  of  indignation  tinged  hit  nobis 
brow,  said,  "  But  that  I  see  you  are  Karce 
master  of  your  hot  thoughtB,  Sir  Knight,  thete 
injurious  terms  had  been  cast  back  in  your 
teeth  with  tenfold  intercet,  by  Julian  ufAsper- 
Tile.  Ay,  Montalban  as  you  are,  and  the  most 
renowned  Knight  of  Christcndome,  while  I  am 
but  o  beardless  Page,  about  to  bear  the  arms  of 
an  Esquire  for  the  first  time.  But  1  pardon 
you,  knowing  that  a  day  will  come  when  you 
will  confess  you  have  done  me  foul  wrong.  In 
the  meantime,  I  trust  there  are  those  present, 
who  will  readily  vouch  for  the  truth  of  Julian-^ 
nay,  the  noble  Roland  himself  can  tell  whether 
a  breach  of  faith  was  ever  recorded  of  a  descen- 
dant of  the  house  of  Aspervile." 

The  suspicions  of  Roland  were  as  easily  pat 
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to  flight  by  the  bold  and  fearless  reply  of  the 
pRge,  as  they  had  before  been  aroused  by 
his  evident  distress  and  confusion ;  and  with 
much  warmth  and  feeling  he  exclaimed,  "  I 
bave  wronged  thee,  Julian ;  1  entreat  thy  par- 
don. I  were  a  fool,  and  worse,  to  doubt  one  on 
whose  brow  truth  is  stamped.  But,  as  well 
thou  knowest,  men  who  are  tn  imminent  peril 
Btart  at  the  mere  shadow  of  danger,  as  the 
Tcounded  wretch  shrieks  aloud  if  a  weapon  flash 
but  in  his  eyes." 

"  Enough,  good  Knight,"  paid  Julian ;  "  1 
regard  your  words  as  light  and  meaningless 
^sts,  scarce  uttered  but  mingled  with  tiie  pass- 
ing breeze  that  never  revisits  us,  I  have  already 
ceased  to  think  of  them.  And  now  to  the  mat- 
ter in  hand : — your  speedy  retreat  from  the 
dangers  that  immediately  threaten  you:  I  hold 
the  only  conrsc  to  be  pursued " 

"  Oh,  speak  softly,"  whispered  Berthn, "  they 
are  again  at  the  trap-dixir— still  they  call — Mid, 
methinks  I  can  even  distinguish  the  name  of 
Juhan." 

"  The  Lady  Bertha  is  right,"  said  Giraud, 
who  had  advanced  a  few  steps  towards  the  trap- 
door; "and,  as  it  seeinB  to  my  ear,  there  is 
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but  a  single  voice.  Incline  thine  ear  thia  way, 
Julian,  'tis  plainly  thy  name." 

"  Why  there  thou  speakest  well,"  said  the 
Page.  "  Julian  is  in  verity  the  word.  Now, 
by  my  troth.  Master  caller,  if  nothing  else  will 
Berre  your  turn,  we  must  betake  ourselves  to 
the  chapel  with  all  convenient  speed.  Now, 
follow  me,  my  friends." 

So  saying,  he  sprung  up  the  steps  he  had 
before  pointed  out,  and  opened  a  narrow  door  of 
oak,  studded  with  iron,  which  admitted  them 
into  a  tower  with  a  winding  stair.  Ascending 
one  flight  of  steps,  they  stood  before  the  secret 
panel;  and  Julian,  having  cautiously  drawn  it 
back  by  the  aid  of  the  spring,  first  stepped  in 
to  take  a  survey  of  the  chapel. 

"  All  is  clear,"  he  whispered,  as  he  held  back 
his  lamp  to  light  them  through  the  gloom ; 
"  step  cautiously  after  me." 

In  silence  they  followed  his  directions;  and 
tbus,  as  though  they  had  been  some  spirits  of 
the  departed,  they  rose  from  behind  the  tomb  of 
the  first  Lord  of  the  castle,  and  stole  forth  to 
vender  along  the  obscure  and  deserted  aisle  of 
the  chapel. 


■ 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


'Tis  the  abode  of  paue, 
A  cilmneas  glides  iula  mj  troubled  muI, 
Aa  wiDideriiig  b;  t)ie  sof^  meluicholy  ligbl 
That  glimoKin  ioisa  the  aisle,  I  note  Itie  tomb* 
And  effi^ea  of  worrigTs  nad  of  aatnld: 
Great  msa  and  good,  all  gone  to  Ibeic  repow. 

D*Y8(.rTl!sC*!n.t. 

The  chapel  was  lighted  by  a  single  torch, 
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had  observed,  an  excellent  screen  to  the  secrets 
of  the  sliding;  panel,  being  several  feet  in  height. 
It  consisted  of  blocks  of  granite,  wrought  into 
the  awkward  similitude  of  a  couch,  on  which, 
with  outstretched  legs,  and  hands  piously  up- 
rased,  reposed  the  grim  effigy  of  the  gigantic 
Norman,  clad  in  his  knightly  harness,  as  when 
he  was  slain  ou  the  field  of  Hastings.  For  the 
Barony  of  Chilham  wns  one  of  the  first  which 
the  Conqueror  conferred  upon  any  of  his  Nor- 
man followers ;  and  in  order  that  the  fame  and 
the  achievements  of  the  first  De  Lucy  might  be 
duly  handed  down  to  his  descendants,  the  son 
of  Sir  Fulbert  had  carefully  conveyed  the  remains 
(or  what  were  supposed  to  be  the  remains)  of 
his  parent  to  the  newly  acquired  territory  of  the 
family,  where  they  were  interred  with  all  honour- 
able ceremony. 

Julian  was  somewhat  alarmed  when  he  disco- 
vered that  the  principal  door  of  the  chapel,  which 
communicated  with  the  inner  court,  had  been 
left  ajar.  Willing,  however,  to  profit  even  by 
this,  if  he  could,  he  glided  towards  it,  and  applied 
hia  ear  to  the  crevice.  The  only  sound  he  could 
distinguish  was  the  heavy  measured  tread  of  two 
or  three  free  companions,  as  the  clanging  of  their 
l3 
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m  assorted  armoiir  bespoke  them,  who  appeared 
J»  keep  guard  without  the  chapel.  After  listen* 
ii^  for  some  time,  he  became  convinced  that  the 
^iiaid  was  not  placed  over  the  outer  door  of  the 
chapel,  but  over  a  private  door  on  the  opposite 
mle  of  the  court,  which  opened  into  a  passage  of 
liie  keep;  the  same,  indeed,  by  which  he  had, 
ttome  hours  back,  admitted  Morice  into  the 
ttstle. 

This  discovery  rendered  the  expedition  he  had 
l)een  meditating  far  more  hasardous  than  he  had 
before  conceived  it  to  be ;  but  as  it  was  the  only 
course  which  afforded  him  any  hope,  he  resolved 
to  make  the  attempt,  without  explaining  the  ex- 
tent of  the  danger  to  the  Knight  of  Montalban. 
With  this  resolution  he  returned  to  the  fugitives, 
who  had  remained  near  the  sepulchre,  in  order 
that  they  might  not  be  found  unprepared  for  an 
escape  by  any  sudden  approach  of  danger.  He 
then  briefly  declared  his  intention  of  venturing 
forth  from  the  chapel,  for  the  purpose  of  ascer- 
taining the  state  of  affairs  in  the  castle,  and,  if 
possible,  of  bringing  the  voluntary  imprison- 
ment of  Sir  Roland  to  a  close. 

The  Knight  heard  him  in  silence,  and  then,  to 
bis  great  surprise^  said^  like  one  who  after  much 
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Inflection  li&s  decided  upon  a  particular  liue  of 
conduct,  "  Since  thin  untoward  accident  in  the 
very  outset  of  our  adventure,  Julian,  I  have  been 
taking  serious  'counsel  with  myself,  and  such 
eeems  the  likelihood  of  a  speedy  discovery,  and 
so  small  the  chance  of  escaping  before  morning, 
that  I  am  resolved  rather  to  bring  matters  to  a 
sudden  conclusion,  than  to  hold  any  longed  cm 
this  underground  course.  I  will  go  forth  my^ 
self,  seek  out  the  Lord  de  Lucy,  and  fearlessly 
declare  to  him  the  streightin  which  I  am.  If  I 
know  the  old  man,  he  will  not  abuse  my  confi- 
dence, although  I  am  fallen  in  his  esteem :  so  I 
may  lely  upon  his  Becrecy,  and,  whea  he  hears 
all,  his  aid  in  my  departure  for  Palestine.  It 
needs  tvuly  no  great  wisdom  to  understand,  that 
ii£  soon  as  my  arrival  is  bruited  abroad,  a  royal 
mandate  will  be  issued  to  keep  me  here,  which 
either  I  must  obey,  or  be  known  by  all  men  to 
leave  England  under  the  aspersions  thrown  upon 
me  by  De  Vertain." 

At  the  mention  of  this  name,  the  Knight's 
Boul  seemed  to  be  stirred  up  within  him,  and  he 
strode  down  the  aisle  with  violent  gestures,  ex- 
claiming, "  Yes,  Bertha — and  all  who  hear  me 
—I  have  Bwom — and  I  do  swear  by  my  father's 
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cresty  and  by  my  mother^s  honour,  that  this  base 
wretch  shall  dearly  abye  his  yillany-*that  a 
fearful  day  of  reckoning  shall  come!  I  will 
proclaim  him  mansworn — a  traitor  to  the  most 
sacred  observance  of  cbivahy — and  recreant — at 
cjvery  court  in  which  honour  and  good  faith  yet 
hold  a  place.  T  will  summon  him  to  the  combat 
in  all  the  lists  of  Christendom,  but  I  will  en- 
Qounter  him,  and  tear  from  him  a  confession  of 
his  villany ! " 

The  Page  started  back  in  amazement,  not  at 
the  oath  which  Sir  Roland  had  taken,  but  at 
the  rash  determination  he  expressed  of  seeking 
an  interview  with  the  Baron ;  and  Bertha  rush- 
ing towards  him^  seized  his  arm,  and,  with  an 
imploring  gaze  that  might  alone  have  melted  a 
iiarder  heart,  exclaimed,  "  Alas,  my  brave — my 
beloved  ! — Bethink  thee  a  moment  of  the  fate 
thou  wouldst  rush  upon — 'tis  destruction — 'tis 
death  to  thy  hopes.  My  father,  though  just,  hath 
been  worked  upon  by  that  artful  wretch;  and  even 
should  he  hear  thy  tale,  yet  is  he  so  possessed 
with  the  belief  of  thy  disloyalty,  that  he  will 
bid  thee  remain  to  give  proof  of  it,  despite  thine 
oath  in  Holy  land.  Oh,  regard  my  voice,  and 
the  voices  of  those  true  friends  who  warn  thee  to 
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depart ! — Roland — 'tis  Bertha  who  pleads  !— 
Bertha,  who,  though  in  losio^^  thee  loses  all  she 
has  to  live  for,  entreats  thee  to  begone  from 
Chil ham— from  England.  Believe  me,  it  most 
nearly  concerns  thine  honour  as  a  Christian 
knight,  aiid  what  English  maiden  is  not  content 
to  hold  the  second  place  in  her  true  knight's 
affections,  when  honour  goes  before  ?  Depart, 
therefore,  to  this  far  land  of  Palestine  ;  and  may 
kind  Heaven  shield  thee  till  thou  returnest  dis- 
charged of  thy  ransom,  and  thy  vow;  and  yet, 
my  Roland-   ■  ■  " 

She  paused — tears  of  affection  started  to  her 
eyes,  and  as  she  went  on,  her  voice,  before  so 
energetic,  now  became  tremulous.  "  Rojand,  I 
tremble  for  thee— nay,  my  love,  be  not  angered, 
'tis  my  woman's  weakness,  and  I  cannot  cast  it 
off, — I  tremble  when  I  think  upon  the  fierce 
Saracen  who  holds  thee  captive.  For  how  ter- 
rible must  be  the  man  to  whom  the  valiant — the 
renowned  Roland  of  Montnlban " 

"  Hold  there,  swerl,  my  Bertha,"  interrupted 
the  Knight,  tenderly  kissing  the  small  white 
hand  which  he  hold  clasped  in  his  own.  "  I 
entreat  thee  be  more  sparing  alike  of  thy  fears 
and  of  thy  praises ;  for  rest  assured  the  one  will 
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A6  easily  unman  me  as  the  other,  when  Bertha 
utters  them.  But  hadst  tliou  known  the  manner 
of  this  Saracen's  attack " 

*'  I  do  know  it  ail,"  interrupted  Bertha,  "  I 
have  beard  from  Morice  Durand  the  whole  stoiy 
of  your  encounter  with  that  unkuiglitly  and  di&- 
CDurteous  champion  of  the  Saracens :  nor  did  I 
ever  read  the  like  in  mioBtrel's  romaunt  or  clerk's 
tale." 

In  the  meantime  the  Page  had  been  listening 
with  much  impatience  and  disquietude  to  a  con- 
versation which,  in  spite  of  the  Lady  Bertha's 
real  wishes,  he  could  perceive  boded  the  total 
overtlirow  of  his  plans  for  the  escape  of  Sir  Ro- 
land ;  and  lie  seized  the  opportunity  of  a  pause 
to  interrupt  her. 

"  Right  well  speaks  the  Lady  Bertha,"  he 
said,  "  touching  the  Saracen  ;  but  still  will  { 
maintain  that  he,  being  an  open  and  acknow- 
ledged foe,  is  far  less  to  be  dreaded  than  the  man 
who  is  now  proved  to  be  the  secret  enemy  of 
your  peace — the  smiling  villain — the  serpent 
you  have  nourished  in  your  bosom,  till  for  the 
very  warmth  he  finds  there  he  turns  to  sting 
you.  Pray  Heaven,  therefore,  you  change  not 
your  pBipoee  of  returning  at  the  earhest  oppca> 
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tnaity  to  the  Holy  land.  Oh,  bethink  you,  Sir 
Soight,  this  Tristan  de  Vertain  is  powerful  as  lie 
is  wicked.  Numerous  followers,  ever  readier  to 
idraw  weapon  than  to  question  right,  obey  his 
aod.  K.ing  John,  moreover,  much  honours  him, 
and  is  greatly  influenced  by  his  counsels :  nor, 
indeed,  is  tliat  matter  of  wonder ;  for  ever  we 
see  that  kindred  souls  expand  in  each  other's 
warmth,  and  are  drawn  together,  as  it  were  by 
some  invisible  power." 

"  Hold,  fair  Page,"  interrupted  the  Knight, 
"  hold  an  you  regard  my  favour.  Beware  Iww 
you  thus  roughly  handle  the  King's  high  name. 
I  am  fais  sworn  and  true  servant;  nor  must  I 
hear  my  liege  Lord  spoken  of  in  tenns  of  dispa- 
ragement by  any  one,  whether  he  calls  me  friend 
or  foe.  Least  of  all  did  1  expect  to  hear  such 
from  the  Ups  of  one  brought  up  in  the  loyal  halls 
of  Chilham,  and  one  who,  from  his  noble  nature, 
should  stand  by  falling  greatness  and  royalty, 
rather  than  seek  to  brand  its  sinking  name  with 
infamy.  Moreover,  Julian,  you  pierce  to  the 
very  quick,  wounds  yet  fresh  and  tender,  when 
you  turn  your  discourse  upon  De  Vertain. 
Sufficeth,  that  the  right  shail  be  shown  if  truth 
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and  justice  yet  survive  in  the  land.  What,  said 
I !  Shall  be  !— >By  Heaven  it  almost  maddens 
me  to  think  that  I  must  away  to  this  far  coun- 
try, leaving  these  foul  aspersions — and  I  fear  to 
my  warmest  friends  too  damning  proofs — un- 
wiped  from  off  my  fame ! " 

"  Yet,  I  beseech  you.  Sir  Knight,"  resumed 
the  Page,  'listen  to  the  calls  of  reason,  and  the 
yet  more  urgent  demands  of  necessity.  Con- 
sider the  vantage  ground  this  De  Vertain  hath 
obtained.  He  hath  power  to  poison  the  very 
fount  of  justice.  He  hath  gained  already  the 
private  ear  of  the  Lord  Constable  to  little  less 
purpose  than  he  hath  my  dear  Lord's  here :  and 
moreover  his  counsel  is  of  weight  with  many 
nobles  of  high  renown.  Greatly,  too,  are  his 
views  forwarded  by  the  troubles  of  these  sad 
times,  when  might  goes  before  right,  and  the 
crooked  paths  are  more  open  to  men  than  the 
straight ;  for  his  wealth  and  his  large  equipment 
of  lances,  and  his  numerous  free  companies 
render  him  a  leader,  to  gain  whose  aid  our  good 
King  (for  all  his  royal  honour)  will  not  scruple 
to  make  some  trifling  sacrifices.  Judge,  there- 
fore, good  Sir  Knight,  whether  you,  standing 
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as  yon  must  confess,  indifTerently  high  in  the 
favour  of  daioe  Fortune,  and  being  found  at  a 
great  disadvantage  in  fame  and  person,  will  not 
play  a  losing  game  with  such  an  antagonist." 

"  Well,  hath  Julian  Rpoken,  my  Roland,' 
said  Bertha,  hastening  to  intercept  any  further 
objections  on  tbe  part  of  the  Knight,  "and  with 
a  wisdom  surpassing  his  years.  I  implore  thee 
to  be  swayed  by  biui.  Thy  ransom  of  five 
thousand  crowns  is  already  provided — all  things 
are  in  order  for  thy  departure — and  once  free  of 
my  father's  castle  thou  oiayest " 

"  How  say  you?"  interrupted  Itoland,  "my 
ransom  already  gathered — how,  sweet  my  Ber- 
tha— tliou  putteiit  upon  me — this  is  a  cunning 
tale  to  lure  me  to  thy  will." 

"  He  is  here  who  can  answer  whether  my  tale 
be  a  figured  one.  Giraud  de  Casalon  will  attest 
my  truth." 

"  Ha,  good  friend!"  said  the  Knight,  "ever 
faithful  to  my  fortunes,  host  thou  indeed  raised 
the  sum  required  '!" 

"  The  Lady  Bertha,  fails  not  of  the  truth," 
said  the  Minstrel,  "  even  now  I  bear  the  sum 
about  me.     How  I  have  raised  it,  seek  not  for 


104  TUB  PILGKIU  BXOTHESS. 

the  present  to  know.  Sufficetb,  tbat  it  shall 
be  forthcoming  at  the  hour  of  need." 

"  Till  that  time  then  will  I  reserve  the  ex- 
pression of  my  gratitude,"  said  Sir  Rolandj; 
"  butj  my  good  friends,  it  is  not  well  to  talk  of 
that  whicli  is  so  distant,  I  being  not  yet  beyond 
tbe  walls  of  my  prison.  Alas,  that  I  shouLl 
be  constrained  to  name  eo  hardly  thie  holy 
place ! " 

"  Marry,  and  you  speak  rightly.  Sir  Knight," 
exclaimed  Julian,  "an  old  crone  who  tended 
my  youth  was  wont  to  say,  he  does  not  well 
who  runs  before  his  beast  to  market;  and 
something  must  be  hazarded  for  setting  you 
clear  of  tliese  walls ;  to  that  conclusion  do  we 
all  come.  Tiow  listen  to  me.  I  have  in  mj 
own  mind  determined  to  adopt  one  of  these  two 
modes  for  ejecting  that  purpose.  1  ani,  as  I 
have  given  you  before  to  know,  greatly  be- 
friended by  the  head  porter.  Master  Adam  Tur- 
tile,  a  good  man,  and  a  discreet,  who  loves  the 
chink  of  a  golden  piece,  and  tlie  stream  of  a 
Full  flask  better  than  the  knowledge  of  other 
men's  secrets.  Could  we  but  reach  his  lodge 
unseen  and  unquestioned,  it  were  but  a  wink 
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and  a  word,  and  the  order  for  down  draw-bridge, 
and  up  portcnllip  wouJd  be  given  without  fur- 
ther parley.  But,  in  this  attempt,  so  many 
dangers  mast  present  themselves,  that  I  prefer 
taming  to  the  other  plau  ;  that  is,  to  regain  the 
ley  of  the  passage  door,  which,  like  a  jolter- 
beaded  patch,  I  left  in  the  stone  chamber.  Tis 
true  there  are  many  passages  to  be  traversed, 
joany  sudden  turnings  to  be  looked  to,  and  the 
private  door  of  the  keep  to  be  paesed,  which  is 
guarded  by  fellows  who  are  very  hom-owla  at 
^)ying  a  foe  throogli  the  night  gloom.  Yet 
even  there  tlie  Saints  may  befriend  me.  Pray 
Heaven,  the  heaviest  Bleepers  of  them  all  be 
jBtationed  for  the  third  watch  !  From  any  free 
companions  who  may  lie  placed  on  the  rounds, 
I  account  myself  safe.  I  warrant  them  very 
e&nd  bags  at  my  Lord's  choice  liquor,  and  if 
Master  Roger  Pavely,  the  Seneschal,  suffer  such 
iree  and  jovial  fellows  to  be  stinted  in  their 
drink,  he's  neither  his  master's  own  man,  nor 
the  man  I  take  him  for." 
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The  livelong  night.  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban^ 
paced  to  and  fro  in  the  chapel ;  sometimes  lost 
in  melancholy  reflection  upon  his  clouded  for- 
tunes, and  at  others  engaged  in  conversation 
with  the  watchful  Julian.  This  latter  had,  in 
the  mean  time,  made  many  attempts  to  reach 
the  castle  keep,  but  had  been  as  often  obliged 
to  return  to  the  chapel,  after  narrowly  escaping 
the  detection  of  the  warders.  The  Lady  Bertha 
reposed  the  while  upon  such  a  rude  couch  as 
Roland  and  the  Minstrel  had  been  able  to  form 
with  their  loose  vests.  After  some  hours  of 
anxious  watching,  she  had  sunk  into  a  light 
slumber,  and  the  Knight,  fearful  of  disturbing 
the  rest  she  so  much  needed,  had  ceased  to  walk. 

He  now  reclined  with  bowed  head,  and  folded 
arms  against  the  sepulchre,  like  some  errant 
adventurer  of  the  olden  time,  watching  the 
eflect  of  an  enchanter'*s  spell  upon  the  beautiful 
creature  who  was  extended  beneath  his  ardent 
gaze.  In  the  back  ground,  and  almost  hidden 
in  the  deep  gloom,  sat  Giraud  the  Minstrel  upon 
a  huge  block  of  stone,  probably  a  fragment  of 
some  broken  sepulchre.  He  could  neither  be 
said  to  sleep  or  to  be  wholly  awake;  but  he 
was  sufficiently  in  the  latter  state  to  be  aware 
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of  the  slightest  noise  that  might  be  made  in  the 
subterraneous  passage,  as  both  the  sliding 
panel  and  the  door  of  the  tower  remained  open. 
To  complete  the  picture,  which  might  have 
afforded  a  fine  subject  for  the  pencil,  had  any 
attist  of  sufficient  skill  existed  in  those  days,  the 
Page  had  thrown  hiniself  upon  a  seat  near  the 
chapel  door ;  his  lamp,  which  lay  near  him, 
flung  its  dim  Hght  upon  bts  6ne  countenance 
and  graceful  form,  as  well  as  upon  the  ample 
cloak  and  the  poniard  which  he  kept  by  his  side 
in  readiness  to  sally  forth  upon  his  adventure. 

Thus  were  the  fugitives  found  by  the  first 
dawn  of  morning;  and  Sir  Roland  was  begin- 
ning insensibly  to  yield  to  the  weariness  which 
oppressed  hiiu,  when  he  was  aroused  by  the 
voice  of  Julian,  who  stealing  softly  towards  the 
tomb,  said,  "  I^ook,  Sir  Knight,  towaids  yon 
oriel)  already  the  gray  light  of  early  day  steels 
through  it,  telling  me  I  must  to  my  task.  I 
have  many  tiihes  explored  the  ground.  All  the 
guards  have,  much  to  iny  surprise  and  joy,  been 
summoned  from  the  inner  court  to  the  walls. 
!  myself  heard  Sir  Ralph  give  the  order,  and  the 
word  for  the  night,  as  he  ever  uses  to  do  before 
he  himself  retires  to  rest.  There  ia  now  no  sound 
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of  wakefulness  throughout  the  keep,  and  I  trust 
to  that  and  the  still  doubtful  light  for  my  success. 
Farewell,  dear  Knight — Farewell,  dear  Lady, 
send  with  me  your  prayers.     My  success  is  the 
very  stepping-stone  to  yours,  they  will,  there- 
fore, not  be  ill  bestowed.    If  I  attain  my  object. 
Sir  Roland  is  free,  and  you.  Madam,  easily 
placed  in  safety ;  and  if  I  am  encountered  and 
betrayed,  you  may  yet  obtain  shelter  in  the 
secret  passs^e,  which  we  know  has  not  yet 
admitted  our  pursuers.     Trust  me  they  shall 
tear  my  tongue  from  my  throat  ere  they  wring 
from  me  the  secret  of  your  concealment." 

The  Knight  grasped  warmly  the  hand  of  the 
fiadthful  and  bold-hearted  Julian,  while  the 
Lady  Bertha  exclaimed  fervently,  "  Go  then, 
and  may  God  speed  thee,  and  may  all  good 
Angels  shield  thee  from  evil !  " 

The  Page  signed  a  hasty  farewell,  and  glided 
swiftly  but  sofUy  from  the  chapel,  closing  the 
door  afler  him  with  much  caution. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


*Tis  yet  dead  night ;  jei  all  the  eaitb  19  olutcb'd 

In  the  dull  Unden  hiad  of  snoring  sleep ; 

No  breath  distuiba  the  quiet  of  the  nir. 

No  apijit  moTea  upon  the  breatt  of  earthy 

Sbtb  howling  dogs,  night-crotrg,  nnd screeching  owla,") 

S»Te  meagre  ghoals,  Piero,  nnd  hlaclt  thoughts, 

I  am  great  in  blood, 

Uneqanl'd  in  refngp, 

ASTOSIO  ASU  Meluda. 


The  rage  and  disappointment  which  filled  the 
bosom  of  SirTriatao  tie  Vertain,  when  he  found 
that  the  Lady  Bertha  had  escaped  in  company 
with  his  deeply  injured  rival,  were  strangely 
mmgled  with  a  feeling  of  fear  which  he  could 
neither  stifle  nor  attribute  to  any  exact 
cause.  With  two  exceptions  he  had  never  ad- 
mitted any  accomplice  ia  his  plots  agaiost  his 
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brother  in  arms;  Giraud  tlie  Minstrel,  and 
Guilbert  his  Esquire,  were  the  only  repositories 
of  hie  secrets;  and  such  had  been  his  caution 
even  towards  them,  that  the  one  was  never  in- 
formed of  the  same  pait  of  a  scheme  whicli  had 
been  revealed  to  the  other.  Thus  he  had  no 
reason  to  apprehend  any  immediate  discovery  of 
his  crimes;  and  still  the  words  of  Berlha  had 
caused  him  much  alami,  for  they  intimated  more 
than  a  suspicion  of  unfair  proceedings  against 
Roland.  The  Baron,  he  well  knew,  to  be  so 
infected  with  the  accusations  he  had  made 
against  the  Knight,  backed  as  they  were  by 
ample  proofs,  that  nothing  woidd  shake  his  be- 
lief but  such  convincing  proofs  to  the  contrary 
as  Roland  would  require  much  time  to  produce ; 
yet  it  seemed  to  the  conscience-striken  De  Vcr^ 
tain,  tliat  he  even  began  to  waver  in  his  belief, 
for  more  than  once  since  the  alarm  of  the  escape, 
he  had  spoken  in  favourable  terms  of  the  once 
dear  youth,  as  he  now  called  Roland. 

Sir  Tristan  could  not  but  feel  that  the  appear- 
ance of  bis  favoured  rival  at  Chilham  was  the 
heaviest  blow  his  hopes  coitid  at  tliis  moment 
have  sustained.  Such  it  would  have  been,  even 
had  Sir  Roland  failed  of  obtainin'i  an  iutemew 
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with  the  Lady  Bertha;  now,  however,  he  would 
leam  from  her  hps  all  that  had  taken  place 
during  his  absence,  and  all  the  suspicions  that 
had  arisen  in  her  mind  from  comparing  one  cir- 
cumstance with  another;  and  worst  of  all,  he 
would  be  led  to  draw  his  own  conclusions  from 
her  relation  of  the  scene  that  had  taken  place  in 
the  hall  immediately  before  his  arrival.  Such 
were  the  thoughts  that  cliased  one  another 
through  the  troubled  mind  of  De  Vertain,  like 
the  clouds  of  uncertain  hue,  which,  driven  be- 
fore the  angry  wind,  are  known  to  be  the  fore- 
runners of  the  tempest :  and  he  foresaw  with 
a  degree  of  horror,  that  even  prompted  him  to 
conceal  the  truth  from  himself,  the  downfall  of 
all  the  schemes  he  had  built  up  with  such  un- 
ceasing labour,  and  so  much  nice  calculation. 
Thus  far,  indeed,  he  succeeded  in  his  attempt  to 
deceive  himself,  that  among  the  numerous  dan- 
gers that  threatened  him  he  was  unable  to  define 
the  exact  quarter  from  which  the  fatal  blow 
would  proceed. 

The  man  who  has  once  commenced  a  couree 
of  crime,  knows  not  the  point  at  which  he 
will  he  enabled  to  pause.  He  is  hurried  on 
by  the  impetuosity  of  liis   own  evil  passions, 

VOL.  I.  M 
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vhich  he  is  willing  to  term  the  irresistible  decreoi 
of  fate,  and  as  the  prospect  of  detection  and 
punishnient  comes  nearer,  so  of  necessity  does 
the  measure  of  crime  by  which  he  proposes  to 
eecape  from  them  swell  in  proportion.  Thus  was 
it  that  past  crimes  imperceptibly  glided  from  the 
recollection  of  De  Vcrtain,  and  the  new  deeds  he 
planned  gradually  assumed  a  less  guilty  and 
blackened  hue,  as  his  evil  spirit  whispered  to  hb 
conscience  the  self-imposed  necessity  which  ex- 
isted for  the  commission  of  them. 

As  torn  with  these  agitating  reflections,  be 
restlessly  paced  to  and  fro  in  his  sleeping  apart- 
ment, when  all  the  inmates  of  the  castle  had 
retired  to  rest,  the  course  of  his  thoughts  and 
the  deadly  progress  of  the  crimes  they  suggested, 
may  be  resolved  into  the  following  soliloquy : 

"  And  so,  most  keen-sighted  Tristan  de  Ver- 
tain,  thou  findest  thyself  in  a  streight ;  having, 
like  a  hound  that  has  not  before  him  the  fear  of 
the  forester's  lash,  somewhat  overrun  thy  scent. 
Of  a  truth,  thy  prospects,  heretofore  so  bright, 
now  bid  fair  to  be  darkened  suddenly — the 
ground  whereon  thou  hast  built  thy  towering 
ambition  proves  but  sand,  when  most  its  solid 
1  is  needed.    Such,  I  have  heard  those 
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arrogant  priests  say,  it  ever  is  with  those  who 
work  by  means  uuhallowed — but  pshaw!  me- 
thinka  I  should  have  bidden  adieu  to  that  weak- 
ness. I  must  try  to  repair  the  building  while 
yet  it  does  but  totter;  a  Ultle  while,  and  it  may 
crumble  around  me-  i>erchance  crush  me  amid 
its  ruins — even  me  its  founder,  its  master  hand. 
Here,  then,  let  me  pause  ;  and  run  over  in  my 
own  mind  each  one  of  those  I  had  thought  to 
make  ray  tools,  thromng  into  opposite  scales 
the  chances  for  me,  and  against  me.  First  and 
foremost  stands  my  valiant  and  noble-minded  — 
out  on  the  word! — Knight  of  the  Falcon — my 
well-beloved  brotlier — my  sworn  companion  in 
arms— and  yet — there  is  the  bitter  drop — my 
rival.  Something,  indeed,  I  might  say  of  broken 
vows,  and  oaths  disregarded  :  but  they  were  lip- 
deep  :  and  why  did  the  fool  bind  himself  to  one 
who  recks  not  of  any  compact  that  thwarts  his 
own  interest  ?  or  why  must  he  be  the  man  to 
stand  between  me  and  my  fortunes  ? — why  pre- 
sent liiniself  as  the  chasm  in  my  high  and  dizzy 
path,  which  I  must  pass  ere  I  gain  footing  on  the 
heights  ?  From  the  first  I  have  played  a  double 
part  with  that  fair  gentleman ;  surely  I  shall  not 
turn  honest  at  this  late  hour,  and,  like  a  whim- 
H  2 


244  THB  PILGRIM  BROTHERS. 

poing  boy,  repent  me  when  I  see  the  first  spark 

4>{  the  flame  my  own  hand  has  kindled.     No, 

Koland — ^thou  comest  at  an  ill  season  for  me, 

Ji>ut  it  shall  go  hard  with  me  an  I  make  it  not  at 

il  worse  for  thyself.    I  did  think  to  have  tamed 

thy  fierce  spirit  by  a  short  residence  within  the 

.dungeons  of  Dover,  and  to  have  cooled  thy  true 

love,  as  thou  call'st  it,  for  this  dainty  heiress, 

by  the  somewhat  lenten  fare  of  a  state  prisoner : 

now,  however,  thou  hast  rushed  upon  thy  speedier 

fate.    And  yet,  De  Vertain,  thou  dost  in  a  sort 

but  rave:  this  man  has  escaped  thee — he  has 

vanished— broke  through  thy  toils — overturned 

thy  schemes — and  in  their  intents  thou  dost 

forestall  thy  means.     No — no — ^no — in  the  end 

he  shall  not  escape  me — he  cannot.     Far  from 

hence  he  is  not ;   and  on  every  side  will  I  lay 

some  snare  for  him.     His  ransom  is  to  be  raised ; 

and  he  must  to  his  beggarly  tower  of  Montalban, 

there  to  wring  the  means  of  his  discharge  from 

the  few  wretched  hinds  who  call  him  Lord ;  or 

else  to  coin  crowns  fix)m  his  barren  acres,  aided 

by  some  pitiful  usurer — some  rascal  Jew ;  who  is 

fattening  hke  the  butcher's  dog  i*  th'  shambles, 

.  upon  victims  of  another's  slaying.     In  his  own 

4lomain,  then^  shall  he  be  encountered— drawn 
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into  an  affray  by  some  words  which  bis  proud 
stomach  shall  resist.  High  words  bring  out 
sharp  weapons — my  knight  is  unattended,  or 
haOi  at  best  a  small  following — they  who  en- 
counter him  are  many;  and  then  if  I  contrive 
not  that  he  be  lulled  to  that  rest  in  which  now 
consists  my  only  safety,  by  my  father's  soul,  I 
will  bestow  my  knightly  spur  upon  the  lowest 
horse-boy  of  my  train,  and  hide  my  dolt's  head 
in  a  Benedictine's  cowl.  But  should  he  escape 
me  there,  he  shall  be  tracked  like  the  marked 
deer  of  the  herd,  and  ere  he  sets  foot  on  bark,  a 
losing  summons  from  the  king  shall  be  pre- 
sented to  him,  the  which,  if  he  obey  not,  he  is 
without  further  pains,  proved  an  abettor  of  the 
Dauphin;  and  the  warrant  of  the  Lord  Constable 
being  executed,  my  sighing  lover  proceeds  in- 
continent to  aby  his  offence,  amid  the  sweet  and 
pleasant  recesses  of  the  donjon  keep.  Lastly, 
should  he  even,  by  obeying  the  royal  mandate, 
disarm  suspicion  on  the  score  of  his  loyalty, 
what  is  he  but  mansworn,  and  a  perjured  knight, 
who,  being  the  piiaoner  of  another,  has  failed  of 
his  plighted  troth,  to  render  up  his  ransom  with 
his  own  hand  ?  Then  m  ine  be  it  to  see  that  the 
punishment  which  the  law  of  arms  awards  be 
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llot  foigotten ;  so  shall  my  flower  of  knighthood 
— HBy  minor  of  chivalry  have  his  proud  shield 
leversed— his  spurs  hacked  firom  his  unworthy 
lieeb  and  be  himself  scouiged  from  the  lists, 
anud  the  scoffs  and  jeers  of  the  swinish  multi- 
tedfti  YeSy  proud  Falcon— -thy  plume  shall  be 
auledr— thy  soaring  pinicm  broken  despite  thy 
wn  boasting.  I  have  heard  men  say,  the  cup 
of  fiite  may  be  sweetened  or  embittered  by  the 
hand  that  administers  it  Haply  thou  shalt 
prove  this,  Giraud  de  Casalon  being  made  the 
instrument  of  thy  fate — that  cunning  Minstrel 
whom  thou  didst  love  so  well,  and  who  hath 
wiled  thee  to  the  belief  that  he  loved  thee,  even 
as  men  will  charm  by  soothing  sounds  a  deadly 
and  venomous  serpent,  that  they  may  afterwards 
eiOnct  his  fangs,  and  train  him  to  their  uses. 
And  now  I  think  on't,  'tis  matter  of  wonder  that 
Giraud  has  not  yet  sought  speech  of  me.  He 
should  have  arrived  with  the  free  companions. 
Pray  Heaven  his  strength  hath  not  sunk  imder 
his  short  trial  of  the  duties  of  boot  and  saddle. 
In  sooth  he  is  more  conversant  with  rote  and 
ballad  than  with  lance  and  battle-cry;  and  he 
was  hard  of  persuasion  in  the  matter  of  his 
tquipment,  till  I  heki  finrth  the  service  he  might 
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render,  in  recognising  his  master.  I  know  how 
he  fears  Roland's  vengeance,  and 'tis  a  flame  I 
shall  do  well  to  feed  in  him,  it  may  spur  him  on 
to  action,  especially  as  his  failure  in  delivering 
my  errand  to  the  Lady  Bertha  has  rendered  me 
somewhat  less  his  debtor.  Then  for  the  prize  I 
am  so  tailing  to  arrive  at — the  Lady  Bertha,  that 
gaudy  piece  of  flesh,  that  pretty  painted  toy, 
who,  among  the  acres  of  this  broad  and  goodly 
barony,  is  like  a  pale  lamp,  glimmering  in  some 
mine  of  precious  ore,  valueless  in  itself,  and 
serving  but  to  light  the  seeker  to  the  possession 
of  his  treasure.  She  has,  it  seems,  for  all  het 
m^den  modesty,  and  queen-like  dignity,  flown 
readily  to  the  arms  of  the  mate  she  pines  after — 
her  true  Knight,  forsooth  !— Well,  she  can  but 
point  at  BUBpicions,  and  I  am  scarce  the  witless 
gull  to  hazard  a  denial  of  them  in  my  own  person. 
With  her,  my  hardly  culled  and  honied  words 
have  availed  nought :  she  is  of  another  nature, 
and  must  be  wooed  after  another,  and  a  sterner 
fashion—  so  shall  she,  by  all  the  Saints! — But, 
most  I  tremble  when  I  think  upon  tliee,  Ralph 
de  Lucy.  Tdl  I  knew  of  this  fair  night's  work, 
I  deemed  thee  the  most  powerful  instrument  of 
my  will,  but  I  fear  thou  wilt  soon  learn  too  much 
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for  my  safety.  Oh,  thou  paragon  of  loyalty— 
out  upon  the  simple  fool  who  can  couple  the 
word  with  so  fickle  a  tyrant,  and  so  hollow- 
liearted  a  master  as  he  of  Anjou ! — ^Thou  dost  in 
tery  truth  suffer  men  to  hood  thee  as  they  do 
file  reclaimed  hawks,  setting  thee  at  large,  when 
it  pleasures  them  to  see  thee  swoop  upon  their 
prey.  Such,  and  so  easy  had  been  my  task,  but 
that  this  unlooked  for  veering  in  fortune's  breeze 
will  cause  a  light  to  break  upon  thy  mind  that 
will  constitute  thee  my  worst  foe.  Yes,  I  am 
imdone,  if  Sir  Ralph  listens  to  the  defence  of 
Roland,  backed  as  it  will  be  by  his  daughter's 
entreaties. — Ha !  here  then  is  matter  for  thought. 
Let  me  reflect.  What,  if  I  could  by  some  sud- 
den movement  make  the  maiden  mine,  ere  I 
again  encounter  the  old  Baron?  It  cannot  be 
that  she  has  fled  her  home :  she  but  tempts  her 
&ther's  love,  and  ^ill  return  to  sue  for  Roland 
mid  herself.  But  no— I  then  shall  hazard  the 
loss  of  all  I  seek  in  mating  with  her.  Sir  Ralph 
is  master  of  his  own,  and  may  dispose  of  this^ 
fiadr  castle,  and  these  broad  lands  otherwise  than 
to  my  liking.  Upon  this,  therefore,  I  am  re- 
solved. He  must  not  die  in  enmity  with  his 
daughter's  lord. — But,  pshaw !  What  do  I  say  I 
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— He  is  not  yet  for  death — not  yet,— -not  yet^ 
the  more's  the  pity : — he  is  in  a  blessed  frame 
towards  me  now,  deeming  me  a  worthy  suceeft- 
sor  to  his  barony.  Another  day,  and  he  will 
think  far  differently.  What  then?~What 
then  ?" 

He  paused  ;  and  the  dark  thoughts  that 
rolled  through  Iiis  mind  were  betrayed  by  the 
fiendish  glare  of  his  eyes,  and  the  bitter  curl  of 
lu8  lip. 

He  presently  resumed  his  soliloquy. 

"And  what  then?  Oh,  tempter  —  damned 
tempter — how,  step  by  step,  thou  stealest  into 
men's  hearts,  mastering  *ach  good  thought  that 
mans  the  eitadel.  This  Baron  of  Cliilham  is  an 
old  man.  His  sand  is  well  nigh  nm  out.  He 
is  company  in  the  road  wherein  I  fain  would 
walk  alone.— Pusli  him  aside  I  must — I  will ; 
and  whether  I  lead  him  blindfi>ld  to  the  brink 
of  the  precipice,  and  then  composedly  await  the 
issue ;  or  whether  with  daring  arm  I  hurl  him  to 
the  gulph  below,  the  event  will  be  the  same,  and 
the  deed  mine  in  either  case.  The  allotment  of 
his  days  must  be  a  brief  one  at  the  fullest ;  and 
little  recks  it  whether  they  are  slowly  shortened 
by  the  unwholesome  damps  of  a  dungeon,  or  by 
m3 
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the  dagger's  sharp  and  sudden  point :  and  of  the 

two,  abtuve  man  would  ever  prefer  the  last 

brave  man !  Ha  ! — Ha ! — How  readily  the  fiend 
points  out  an  escape  from  the  njonitor  conscience, 
— What  is  it  men  daily  seek  but  an  honourable 
death  (as  if,  forsooth,  there  were  in  Ufc  nought 
else  worth  wishing  for).  Some  at  the  lance's 
point  in  the  fantastic  games  of  chivalry— some 
Iieneath  the  sword  or  axe  in  the  sterner  battle 
field.  Say  I  then  for  svord,  dogger,  and  that  I 
allow  the  old  man  a  gallant  bay,  why  I  may 
boldly  tell  my  conscience  I  am  but  helping  him 
to  the  home — the  refuge  of  the  brave.  And  yet 
'tis  hard  to  think  calmly  on  such  a  deed.  I  am 
not  yet  a  murderer — Ha !  methought  a  wind 
rushed  by  me,  but  the  door  is  closed~I  have 
not  yet  stooped  to  the  act  of  an  assassin.  A 
chiUness  creeps  through  my  veins,  thickening^ 
as  it  were,  my  very  heart's  blood,  when  I  think 
on  what  another  day  may  find  me.  Help  me, 
ye  ministers  of  evil !  my  thoughts  point  strangely 
to  the  patlis  that  need  your  guidance,  and  in 
taking  counsel  with  myself,  each  whisper  from 
n-ithin  savours  more  strongly  of  the  fiend's 
prompting.  Yet  why  should  I  so  harslily  name 
the  deed  J — I  will  say  'tis  the  fulfilment  of  bis 
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doom,  and  I,  the  chosen  instniuent,  lated  to 
accomplish  it  by  some  superior  power.-  —Whe- 
ther that  power  be  of  heaven  or  hell,  1  dare  not 
ask  myself.  'Tis  done.  I'll  to  the  crowd  of 
sleepy  vaviets  below,  and  seek  out  Black  Guil- 
bert.  The  dog  owes  me  some  good  service  yet. 
His  silent  tongue  and  ready  hand  make  him  a 

fitting  tool  for  this pah !  this  bloody  buai- 

Bess.  Now  do  I  feel  nerved  for  action — I  must 
Beize  the  moment,  and  quickly  take  order  with 
my  Esquire  for  the  execution  of  my  plan.  Be 
of  good  heart,  Tristan,  thou  goest  ibrth  to  that 
which  is  to  make  or  mar  thy  fortunes." 

Wrought  up  to  this  desperate  pitch,  and  full 
of  his  diabolical  intentions,  the  wretch  seized  a 
lamp,  and  sallied  forth  fi'om  his  chamba,  in 
quest  of  liis  Esquire,  Black  Guilbert.  As  he 
crossed  the  long  gallery  he  perceived  through  a 
lofty  and  heavily  confitructed  window  at  the 
farther  end,  that  the  horizon  was  already 
Streaked  with  the  tints  of  morning ;  surprised  at 
the  rapid  progress  of  time,  lie  extinguished  his 
lamp,  and  with  hurried,  though  stealtliy  foot- 
BtepB,  descended  the  chief  staircase. 

A  profound  silence  now  reigned  through  the 
castle.    The  noise  of  song  and  wassail,  and  the 
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confusion  of  pursuit,  were  alike  hushed  ;  nor  did 
any  Bound  indicative  of  human  exigtence  break 
upon  the  Knight's  ear,  as  he  glided  down  the 
broad  stair,  and  along  the  galleries  of  the  keep, 
like  some  evil  spirit  stealing  abroad  en  an  errand 
of  darkness. 

The  chambers  set  apart  for  the  domestic  at- 
tendants were  situated  in  the  furthest  angle  of 
the  keep,  and  thither  he  bent  his  steps,  with 
what  degree  of  speed  he  might.  For  though 
the  early  dawn  fonnd  admittance  through  the 
lofty  windows  in  the  upper  stories,  the  narrow 
ioop-holes,  dignified  with  that  appellation  on  the 
ground  floor,  afforded  him  little  assistance  at  this 
hour  of  doubtful  light.  At  length  he  reached 
one  of  the  angles  which  was  flanked  by  a  high 
round  tower :  and  here,  such  was  the  darkness 
that  he  stumbled  against  a  fragment  of  the  pave- 
ment, and  but  for  the  timely  interposition  of  the 
pillar  of  a  massive  Saxon  arch,  he  had  measured 
his  length  upon  the  stones  in  a  most  unknightly 
fashion.  I^a^^ng  recovered  his  footiutr,  he  paused 
anliile  to  consider  whether  he  had  not  better 
return  for  his  lamp,  or  whether  he  should  remain 
in  his  present  position  till  the  light  of  morning 
should  come  to  his  aid.      Tlius  hesitating,  Itis 
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attention  was  arrested  by  tbe  noise  of  a  key 
BoiUy  turned  in  some  door  near  at  hand.  It  was 
followed  by  the  creaking  of  hinges,  and  in  the 
next  instant  a  small  door  was  opened  from  the 
court-yard,  through  which  a  man,  enshrouded 
in  a  long  dark  cloak,  and  bearing;  a  lamp  high 
above  his  head,  stepped  with  the  utmost  caution. 

To  spring  across  the  passage  and  to  conceal 
himself  behind  the  projecting  pillar  was  the 
work  of  a  single  moment ;  and  the  Knight  pre- 
sently 'found  himself  so  situated  that  he  could 
watch  tlie  motions  of  this  second  nocturnal  wan- 
derer without  exposing  his  own  pei-son  to  the 
rays  of  the  lamp  he  bore.  Having  carefully 
closed  and  fastened  the  door,  the  man  in  the 
cloak  placed  his  lamp  upon  the  pavement,  as 
if  to  ascertain  how  far  its  light  was  necessary 
for  the  prosecution  of  his  pui-poee.  He  appa- 
rently resolved  upon  making  further  use  of  it, 
and  as  he  stooped  to  raise  it,  his  cloak  wared 
aside,  and  its  rays  flashing  full  upon  his  form, 
showed  the  person  and  features  of  Julian 
the  Page, 

The  suiprise  of  Verttun  had  well  nigh  burst 
forth  in  a  loud  exclaniation,and  he  with  difficulty 
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lestrained  himself  from  rushing  forth  upon  the 
vnsuspectii^  youth,  and  forcing  him  on  peril  of 
his  life  to  declare  the  place  of  concealment  ta 
which  he  had  guided  Sir  Roland  and  the  Lady 
Bertha.  A  moment's  reflection,  however,  conr 
Tinced  him  that  his  better  course  was  to  gain  a 
knowledge  of  the  steps  they  had  taken,  or  pro- 
posed taking,  by  watching  attentively  the  mo- 
tions of  their  confidential  emissary. 

The  Page  raised  the  lamp  on  high,  and 
shading  its  rays  from  his  eyes,  peered  anxiously 
down  the  two  corridors  which  diverged  from  the 
angle  of  the  keep,  then,  having  inclined  his  ear 
downwards  for  some  moments  to  ascertain  that 
all  was  quiet,  he  moved  slowly  onwards.  The 
direction  he  chose  was  such,  that  in  order  to  fol- 
low him.  Sir  Tristan  must  retrace  his  footsteps, 
and  traverse  the  same  corridor  by  which  he  had 
reached  his  present  position. 

With  the  stealthiness  of  a  hidden  tiger  track- 
ing his  prey,  the  Knight  stole  fix)m  his  conceal- 
ment, and  cautiously  measiuring  his  steps  so  that 
they  fell  in  exact  time  with  the  scarce  louder 
tread  of  Julian,  and  taking  care  to  maintain  such 
a,  distance  tb«t  the  lamp  could  not  throw  any 
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S,l%fat  apon  his  person,  he  followed  in  an  agony 
of  impatience  to  leam  whither  the  Page  was 
Residue  ting  him. 
He  could  not  but  wonder  at  the  many  turnings 
Ik  was  obliged  to  make,  and  tlie  numberless 
Itepa  which  liis  guide  ascended  and  descended, 
causii^  his  course  to  resemble  the  circuitous 
back  by  which  the  hunted  hare  seeka  to  baffle 
ker  pursuers.  More  than  once,  indeed,  he  had 
wholly  lost  sight  of  the  youtli,  but  eyer  the  flit- 
ting lamphght,  as  it  waved  to  and  fro  like  some 
ignis  fatuus  amid  the  gloomy  and  tomb-like  pas- 
sages, enabled  him  to  regain  the  right  course. 
At  length  the  Page  stood  before  the  door  of 
&e  stone  chamber.  He  paused,  and  set  down 
IfJB  lamp.  He  pushed  the  door,  at  hrst  slightly, 
and  then  witli  a  more  violent  effort ;  but  it 
yielded  not  to  its  pressure.  Raising  his  lamp, 
be  held  it  towards  the  lock,  and  discovered  not 
only  tliat  it  had  been  made  fast,  but  that  the 
iiey  had  been  taken  away. 

Sir  Tristan  was,  of  course,  ignorant  of  the  ex- 
tent of  Julian's  niisfoi-tune ;  but  the  extreme 
agitation  of  the  youth  bespoke  it  to  be  very  great. 
He  struck  his  hand  violently  upon  hia  brow, 
Btamped  furiously  upon  the  pavement,  groaned 
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aloud,  and  in  a  deep  tremulous  voice  exclaimed, 
"  llius  then  fails  his  last  hope !" 

For  several  minutes  he  remained  as  if  rooted 
to  the  spot,  with  his  eyes  fixed  in  melancholy 
contemplation  of  the  impassable  barrier.  While 
he  was  thus  sunk  in  abstraction,  Sir  Tristan 
glided  softly  down  the  dark  corridor,  till  he 
reached  a  broad  pillar,  behind  which  he  sta- 
tioned himself  to  watch  the  further  movements 
of  the  Page.  This  latter  at  length  started  from 
his  revery,  and,  turning  from  the  fatal  door, 
b^;an  slowly,  and  with  trembling  indecision,  to 
retrace  his  footsteps.  He  passed  the  concealed 
Knight  without  perceiving  him,  and  again  un- 
consciously led  the  way  through  the  same  dark 
and  mazy  recesses  as  he  had  before  traversed. 
De  Vertain  followed  with  the  same  caution  as 
before  j  and  it  was  not  till  they  had  entered  the 
last  corridor,  that  the  difficulty  of  passing  unseen 
through  the  door  into  the  court  occurred  to  him. 
To  elTect  this  appeared  almost  impossible,  aa 
the  lock  could  evidently  only  be  drawn  back  by 
the  key  which  the  Page  iMSsessed.  Still,  if  he 
suffered  himself  to  be  baffled  here,  he  must 
abandon  all  hopes  of  discovering  Roland's  re- 
tivftt :  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  not  to  make 
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the  attempt,  however  great  the  risk,  would  be 
a  foolish  rejection  of  the  aid  sent  him  for  the 
express  attainment  of  hia  object.  Come  of  it 
what  might,  therefore,  he  resolved  to  follow  the 
Page  into  the  court-yard,  even  at  the  hazard  of 
a  discovery.  The  mode  by  which  he  might 
effect  his  purpose,  he  resolved  to  leave  to  the 
spur  of  the  moment  wlien  action  was  necessary. 
The  Page  had  now  reached  the  door  by  which 
he  had  entered  the  keep.  He  drew  forth  his 
key,  and  placed  it  in  the  lock  ;  then,  perceiving 
that  the  morning  was  fast  breaking,  he  extin- 
guished his  lamp.  Tliis  was  greatly  in  favour  of 
Sir  Tristan,  who  laid  bis  plan  accordingly. 
•  When  Julian  cautiously  and  slowly  opened 
the  door,  the  Knight,  who  was  again  concealed 
behind  the  pillar  which  had  first  afforded  him 
shelter,  drew  his  long  poniard,  and  moving  from 
his  hiding-place  exactly  as  the  unconscious  Page 
stepped  forth,  sprang  across  the  corridor  ere  the 
door  was  closed,  and  stuck  the  point  of  hia 
blade  into  the  lock,  with  a  view  to  prevent  the 
rudely  constructed  latch  from  completing  the' 
festening.  He  succeciled  in  attaining  the  exact 
Spot,  but  so  [>onderous  was  the  unwieldy  mass 
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of  oak  and  iron,  tliat  as  it  swung  to,  the  dagger's 
point  snapped  off  with  a  ringing  noise,  and  flew 
back  against  his  corslet,  as  if  to  taunt  him  with 
his  defeat. 

Stung  with  r^e  ajid  disappointment,  Sir 
Tristan  sought  above  and  around  for  some  open- 
ing, through  which,  as  a  last  resource,  he  might 
observe  the  direction  taken  by  the  Page.  On 
one  side  of  the  door  was  a  loop-hole  somewhat 
wider  than  ordmary,  and  on  that  account 
strongly  barred  with  iron.  It  was  several  feet 
above  his  head ;  but  such  was  at  the  moment 
his  eagerness  and  desperation,  that  he  sprung 
furiously  up,  essaj'ing  to  reach  the  bars.  He 
failed ;  but  witli  a  deadly  imprecation  upon  his 
own  want  of  nerve,  and  upon  the  Page,  who  had 
by  it  gained  the  advantage  of  a  few  moments,  he 
made  another,  and  a  more  vigorous  spring.  It 
was  successful,  and  with  one  hand  he  seized  the 
lowest  of  the  bars ;  then,  by  a  tremendous  exer- 
tion of  strength,  he  raised  his  body  to  such  a 
height  as  enabled  him  to  look  down  upon  the 
court  below. 

Julian  had  already  crossed,  and  Sir  Tristan 
caught  but  a  single  glimpse  of  his  person,  as  he 
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boiuvled,  with  the  activity  of  a  iDouutain  buck, 
up  the  few  steps  that  led  to  the  chapel,  and  then 
disappeared  Uirough  the  outer  door. 

"  Blasts  of  hell !"  exclaimed  the  Knight,  his 
Toice  tremhling  at  once  with  rage  and  with  the 
violence  of  liis  exertions,  as  he  desceuded  from 
his  uneasy  place  of  ohservation, — "  the  chapel 
has  then  afl'orded  them  a  sanctuary.  My  knaves 
shall  answer  for  this  oversight." 

Scarcely  had  his  foot  touched  the  ground, 
when  to  his  great  alarm  he  felt  himself  seized, 
and  almost  pinioned,  in  the  firm  and  rude  grasp 
of  aa  armed  man;  while  a  rough  voice  ex- 
claimed in  bis  ear,  "  Ha  !  Ha  !  Sir  Knight,  are 
you  there  with  your  blasts  and  your  hells  ? — Of 
a  verity  you  keep  a  lofty  watch,  and  an  early : 
doubtless,  also,  one  that  will  be  right  pleasing 
to  my  Lord  of  Chilham." 

"  Peace,  fool !  let  me  free,  and  look  on  him 
thou  gripest,"  exclaimed  the  Knight,  who  re- 
cc^iused  the  voice  of  his  Esquire,  Black  Guil- 
bert.  He  then  turned,  and  exhibited  his  own 
features  to  the  dark-browed  minister  of  his  will, 
who,  indeed,  appeared  to  have  been  drawn  to 
the  spot  at  this  exact  moment  by  some  in- 
stinctive attraction  similar  to  that  which  the 
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spirits  of  darkness  are  said  to  feel  towards  eacli 
other. 

"  By  your  own  oath,  I  swear  I  am  dumb- 
stricken  with  amazement !"  said  Guilbert.  "I 
cry  your  pardon,  beau  Sire  ;  but  may  I  die  an 
I  took  you  not  to  be  tliat  doughty  Knight  of  the 
Falcon,  who  hath  raised  so  mucli  stir  to-night— 
I  should  say  last  night,  for  I  perceive  day  is 
breaking  even  in  this  dark  corner.  I  was- 
awakened  by  a  voice,  and  a  rushing  of  feet,  and 
so  started  from  my  couch  hard  by  liere — the 
same  being  truly  none  of  the  softest — just  in 
time  to  see  your  worship's  knightly  form  dangling 
from  yon  bars,  bke  a  salmon — saving  your  pre- 
sence— on  a  spear.  I  was  even  thinking  within 
myself  how  I  should  beat  secure  a  prize  so  ac- 
ceptable to  the  Baron  and  your  honour,  with  the 
least  endangerment  of  my  own  person, " 

"  Which  I  doubt  not  thou  wouldst  also  have 
done  in  the  way  most  tending  to  the  advantage 
of  thine  honourable  self,"  interrupted  his  master 
with  a  sneer,  *'  But  peace,  good  fellow,  we 
have  done  with  that  matter,  or  rather  it  hath 
done  with  us,  since  I  have  experienced  a  defeat 
within  this  minute,  of  which  more  anon.  It  so 
happens  that  thou'rt  the  very  man  I  sought  in 
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this  my  early  ramble^  having  matters  of  import 
for  thy  private  ear." 

'*  Whither  then  do  your  steps  now  tend  ?** 
demanded  Guilbert. 

**  Tis  the  question  I  was  about  to  ask  of 
thee^  Sir  Esquire.  I  would  not  arouse  the 
castle ;  bring  me  therefore  with  all  speed  to  thy 
chamber^  or  any  that  is  private.^ 

"  Goody  beau  Sire,''  said  Guilbert,  "  here  is 
one  hard  by,  follow  me."   - 

And  the  two  worthy  associates  crept  noise« 
lessly  along,  in  search  of  the  council  chamber 
intimated  by  the  Esquire  ;  there  to  discuss  and 
organize  the  horrible  plans  which  De  Vertain 
has  in  his  out-spoken  thoughts  already  revealed 
to  the  reader. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


K,  John.  Dost  tbou  onderslsud  me? 

TboD  in  his  keepsi. 
H<xb.  And  I  «iU  keep  him  so. 

That  he  iLall  not  oSend  your  tnijest^- 
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He  bad  already  issued  his  commands  for  pre- 
sently serving  the  morning  meal  in  the  great 
hall,  when  he  was  eucoimtered  by  Sir  Tiietan 
de  Vertain. 

**  God's  benison  and  our  Lady's  be  with  you, 
good  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  old  man,  cordially 
embracing  the  hypocritical  wretch,  on  whose 
lips  Btill  trembled  the  accents  which  doomed  his 
generous  host  to  the  steel  of  an  assassin. 

"  You  are  afoot  betimes,  beau  Sire  de  Lucy," 
replied  De  Vertain,  bending  his  eyes  downwards 
to  conceal  the  confusion  which  was  visible  in  his 
countenance,  despite  the  hardness  of  his  tlirice 
seared  conscience,  "  But  I  marvel  not,  for  the 
lark  is  not  earlier  or  blither  than  the  Lord  of 
Chilham,  when  there  is  like  to  be  work  for 
horse  and  lance." 

"  In  sooth  it  hath  been  so,  my  good  De  Ver- 
tain," said  the  Baron,  with  an  unwonted  sad- 
ness of  voice  and  manner ;  "  but  where  is  tlie 
man  of  such  rare  metal  who  sliall  not  find  him- 
fielf  a  trifle  dimmed  and  blunted  when  he  has 
numbered  three  score  years.  Like  a  trusty 
blade,  which,  though  it  hath  faithfully  served  a 
man's  grandsire,  may  one  day  fail  him  at  a  mo- 
ment of  peril.    Then  there  is  youi  Bonow^  Sir 
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-Knight,  which  sooth  to  say,  weighs  heavily 
enough  on  a  youthful  head ;  but  when  'tis 
poured  on  gray  hairs,  it  bows  a  man  to  the  very 
earth.  Oh,  Tristan !  Tiistan !  to  think  that 
ehe — my  child— my  own  Bertha — the  prop  of 
my  declining  years,  should  have  been  torn  away 

— snatched   from   my  arms  by Alack  ! 

Alack  !  what  do  I  say  ?  The  ungrateful  one 
has  done  it  herself—  she  has  torn  herself  away 
"from  nic  1  know  it  is  so — too  well  I  know  it. 
Bertha  was  not  one  to  be  moved  by  the  words 
of  a  eimning  deceiver :  she  would  ne'er  have 
been  won  from  her  course  by  soft  and  wily 
tongue, — Oh,  no — no — for  though  the  fondest 
creature  that  ever  called  an  old  man  father, 
she  was  a  maiden  of  other  mould  than  is  her 
sex's  wont,  swerving  not  aside  from  her  pre- 
scribed path  at  things  that  would  daunt  an- 
other; and  God  be  merciful  to  me,  as  I  beheve 
she  never  harboured  a  thought  that  might  dis- 
grace her  noble  blood  till  this. But,  enough 

of  that.  In  fine,  I  thought  her  worthy — I  tnisted 
her — she  has  followed  her  own  path.  If  it 
lead  to  destruction,  let  her  perish  in  i(." 

The  old  man  dashed  a  tear  from  his  furrowed 
cheek,  and  turned  aside,  as  if  ashamed  of  being 
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eeen  to  pay  even  that  small  tribute  to  the  na- 
tural feelings  of  the  fatb-er,  when  they  rebelled 
against  the  stem  self-possession  of  the  wamor. 

Any  reply  which  Sir  Tristan  might  have  felt 
inclined  to  make  to  this  buret  of  feeling,  was 
prevented  by  the  appearance  of  the  bustling 
Seneschal,  Master  Roger  Pavely  (to  whom  also 
was  given,  by  hie  maligners,  as  well  as  by  his 
intimates,  the  epithet  of  the  red  nose). 

This  dignitary,  in  his  own  estimation  by  far 
the  most  important  personage  in  the  castle,  now 
approached,  bearing  his  white  rod  of  odice,  and, 
with  a  bow  at  once  dignified  and  reverential, 
announced  to  the  Baron  that  his  presence  at 
the  head  of  the  board  was  anxiously  awaited  by 
the  throng,  who  craved  their  morning  meal. 

"  Obey  we  the  summons  of  Master  Roger," 
said  Sir  Ralph,  struggling  to  throw  aside  the 
feelings  of  mingled  grief  and  anger  that  oppres- 
sed him,  "  and  let  us  to  the  repast  with  what 
appetite  we  may.  For  me,  I  made  but  lenten 
fare  last  night.  With  a  sick  mind  there  goes  a 
sick  stomach.  Nor,  to  say  the  truth,  do  my  in- 
cjinations  move  towards  the  festive  board  this 
bright  morning ;  but  I  nould  not  be  your  hin- 
derance.  Sir  Knight.     Light  years  and  a  light 
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heart  move  not  at  an  even  pace  with  gray  hairs 
and  sorrow," 

So  saying,  he  hastened  to  lead  his  gueat 
towards  the  banquet  hall ;  the  Seneschal  pre- 
ceding them  with  stature  far  more  erect  than 
was  to  be  expected  from  his  age,  and  with  steps 
slow  and  measured  aa  those  of  an  automaton. 

Ere  they  reached  the  hall,  Sir  Tristan  deVer- 
tain  was  on  a  sudden  accosted  by  his  Esquire, 
Black  Guilbert,  who  earnestly  requested  a  few 
moments  of  private  con  versation  with  hira.  He 
accordingly  suffered  his  host  to  proceed  alone, 
and  stepped  aside  into  the  recess  of  an  oriel 
window. 

"  Good  now  Sir  Knight,"  said  Guilbert,  in 
that  tone  of  insolent  familiarity  which  bad  men 
must  ever  endure  from  those  of  their  inferiors, 
who  are  too  deeply  versed  in  their  actions  to 
brook  stem  reproof,  "  I  warrant  me  you  have 
dived  to  the  very  bottom  of  this  matter—  have 
tracked  the  cunning  young  fox  to  his  earth,  and 
have  seen  Master  Julian  and  hia  pair  of  turtle 

doves  in  the  cage  he  has  furnished  them ." 

"  Prithee,  peace,  fellow,"  said  the  Knight,  in 
some  wrath ;  "  break  not  thine  unmannerly  jests 
with  me ;  I  have  neither  time  nor  temper  for 
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them,  and  unleea  tliine  object  be  to  discuu 
matters  of  higher  import,  let  me  not  in  my  way 
to  this  parting — this  farewell  feast — for  such  I 
trow  it  will  be." 

"  I  cry  your  pardon,  beau  Sire,"  said  the  Es- 
quire in  a  more  subdued  strain, "  but  whatever 
be  the  extent  of  your  discovery,  I  must  become 
the  partner  of  it  ere  I  ean  render  you  any  aid," 

"  Well,  be  it  BO,"  said  the  Knight  pacified, 
"  Listen  then :  I  followed  the  course  I  had  at 
day  break  seen  the  page  taking,  and  entered  the 
same  door,  leading  as  I  told  you  to  the  chapel. 
There  I  found  every  thing  as  we  had  left  it  last 
night— no  sign  of  living  creature — no  marks  of 
their  having  been  there — and  all  silent  as  the 
grave,  save  that  once  methought  a  hollow  stifled 
sound  proceeded  from  behind  the  sepulchre  of 

how  call  they  the  old  Knight? — Sir  Ful- 

bert ;  but  it  was  not  repeated,  and  though  I 
searched  every  comer  and  crevice  with  a  jealous 
eye  I  could  discover  nothing.  Oh  Guilbert,  I 
was  a  fool,  an  idiot  to  let  the  Page  escape,  when 
it  wanted  but  the  stretching  forth  of  my  arm  to 
rip  the  secret  from  his  bosom.  But  it  is  passed. 
Now  tell  me,  good  fellow,  since  1  have  thine  ear, 
how  many  men  have  you  instructed  in  the  parts 
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they  muet  this  day  enact  ?  How  many  of  my 
bold  free  lam  es  are  to  personate  the  Dauphin 'e 
followers,  and  how  many  are  to  maintain  their 
own  characters  i  Above  all,  have  you  so  con- 
trived, that  the  Lieutenant  shall  go  through  the 
whole  scene  blindfold  V 

"  I  will  answer  for  De  Mortevaile's  Feachiag 
Dover  in  as  much  ignorance  of  the  whole  as  the 
babe  unborn.  I  have  chosen  out  of  the  com- 
pany but  a  score  and  ten,  being  scarce  the  half; 
theae  are  for  the  attack  :  I  have  agreed  for  their 
aervicee,  and  their  secresy,  at  fifty  crowns  a  man, 
and  as  the  dead  will  not  be  clamorous  for  the 
payment  of  their  due,  I  hold  the  rate  a  cheap  one. 
Tybalt  of  Louvain,  that  Brabaiitine  dare-devil, 
heads  them.  Then  for  the  party  that  eecorla 
the  Baron :  for  ap|>earance  sake  we  cannot  let  it 
consist  of  less  than  Bfteen.  I  have  kept  them 
in  profound  ignorance  of  the  intended  attack  by 
their  comrades,  so  we  need  fear  no  treachery  : 
moreover,  I  Bliali  lead  them  myself.  Sir  Ste- 
phen, as  1  said  before,  shall  be  despatched  with 
the  remainder  of  his  company  to  Dover,  bearing 
the  news  of  his  failure." 

"  The  smallest  grairi  of  treachery  among  the 
whole  masB  would  be  the  undoing  of  us,"  said 
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De  VerUin,  "  wherefote  stand  not  for  a  score  or 
two  of  crowns.  Be  open  of  hand  in  proportion 
as  you  are  of  coun^l.  And,  mark  me  now, 
Gnilbert ;  let  the  attack  be  sudden  and  sweep- 
ing, or  it  will  not  be  effective  ;  for  this  old  De 
Lucy  is  a  very  Lion  in  battle,  and  his  arm  will  be 
the  Tery  demon  of  havoc  when  opposed  to  what 
he  will  deem  but  the  canaille.  Neither  spare 
the  base  blood  of  your  hireling  knaves,  when 
your  object  is  to  spill  that  which  is  so  noble ; 
bethinking  you  moreover,  that  each  man  who 
falls  on  the  side  of  Tybalt,  is  one  witness  laid  to 
sleep  out  of  thirty,  and  that  the  more  bloody  the 
afiray,  the  less  suspicion  will  there  be  of  the 
real  object  of  our  attack." 

"  You  are  right,  most  noble  and  generous  of 
roasters,"  said  Gnilbert,  with  a  fierce  glance  and 
a  bitter  smile,  "  and  you  speak  doubtless  the  real 
sentiments  of  your  soul.  So  you  attain  the 
top  of  the  tree,  no  matter  how  soon  the  branches 
whereby  you  ascend  are  hewn  down  and  con- 
sumed. 'Tis  ever  thus  with  great  men  who 
chmb  by  little  men's  shoulders.  But  it  skills 
not  talking ;  you  must  away,  beau  Sire,  The 
meal  is  going  on,  your  absence  will  be  noted^ 
and  may  create  suspicion.  I  will  to  Master 
M  3 
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Adam  the  porter :  he  is  a  doc;  must  have  a  rich 
sop,  for  though,  as  your  worship  facetiously  ob- 
served, toothless  himself,  he  hatti  a  sort  of  bark 
may  prove  more  hurtful  than  the  bite  of  better 
men." 

Sir  Tristan  had  scarcely  taken  his  eeat  at  the 
board,  and  applied  liimself  in  silence  to  the  good 
cheer  with  which  it  was  spread,  when  a  door  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  hall  was  thrown  open, 
and  the  Seneschal  entered,  ushering  in  a  young 
female.  She  eeemed  hent  upon  making  some 
communication  to  the  Baron,  for  she  glided 
swiftly  towards  the  dais  at  the  upper  end,  re- 
gardless of  the  many  remarks  that  were  made 
upon  or  addressed  to  her  as  she  passed  the  oc- 
cupants of  the  lower  table. 

"  Good  morrow  to  your  bright  eyes,  MiBtre!>8 
Ida,"  said  one. 

"  The  pretty  Ida  hath  a  fit  of  the  scornful  oh 
her,"  said  another,  "  she  thinks,  perchance,  to 
ascend  the  perch  at  Chilham  now  that  her 
betters  have  left  it." 

"Fair  Ida,"  said  a  third,  "you  are  a  very 
Jack-o-lantern — a  glimpse  of  you,  and  you  are 
gone  again  in  a  whisk." 

"  Fore  God,  my  ma&tere,"  ejaculated  another. 
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"  our  Lady  Ida  will  be  bent  upon  matters  of 
high  import,  that  shi;  soars  upon  so  lofty  a 
plume," 

These,  together  with  many  other  jibes  and 
jests,  some  more  biting,  some  more  racy,  tlie 
bower  maiden  passed  by,  without  condescending 
any  notice  of  them,  save  a  haughty  glance,  which 
told  much  otfended  dignity,  and  which  she  in- 
tended to  be  keenly  felt  by  all  beholders. 

The  features  of  Mistress  Ida  were  such  as 
gave  her  a  decided  claim  to  being  termed  very 
pretty  :  an  epithet  which  (with  reverence)  we 
have  observed  ladies  are  at  all  times  pleased  to 
hear  bestowed  upon  their  tire  women,  rather  than 
any  other  expressive  of  a  more  lofty  and  regular 
style  of  beauty.  In  figure  she  was  somewhat 
rustic ;  and  it  might  be  that  a  small  foot  and  a 
remarkably  well-turned  ancle  formed  a  fair  pre- 
text for  adopting  a  gait  peculiarly  calculated  to 
display  those  attractions. 

The  Baron  started  in  considerable  amaseraeut 
as  she  approached  him,  with  the  free  and  con- 
fident air  of  one  who  is  known  to  stand  high  in 
favour  with  some  powerful  member  of  the  family 
cabinet.     Nor  did  he  address  her   for  several 
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moments  after  Bhe  had  acknowledged  fan  pie- 
Bcnce  by  a  low  obeisance. 

But  we  shall  best  account  for  the  Bodden  ap- 
pearance, BB  well  aa  the  bold  bearii^  of  Ida 
(and  to  do  her  justice,  her  mauien  were  not 
usually  forward  or  wanting  in  decomm),  by  re- 
turning, in  a  new  chapter,  to  the  chapel,  tbe 
scene  of  some  passages  which  we  hope  have 
whilome  excited  the  reader^s  interest. 
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She  pressed  me  with  a  meek  embrace, 
She  half  enclosed  me  with  her  arms, 
And  bending  back  her  head,  looked  up 
And  gazed  upon  mj  face. 

Twas  partly  love,  and  partly  fear. 
And  partly  'twas  a  bashful  art. 
That  I  should  rather  feel  than  see 
The  swelling  of  her  heart. 


CoLsaiDOi* 


-  Sib  Roland  had  no  sooner  learnt  from  the 
fM>rrow-8tricken  Julian  the  failure  of  his  last 
hope,  than  he  came  to  the  fixed  resolution  that 
the  Lady  Bertha  should  no  longer  continue  to 
share  his  concealment.  He  dreaded,  however, 
the  influence  of  the  arguments,  which  he  well 
knew  her  deep  attachment  and  her  enduring 
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constancy  would  prompt  her  to  urge  against  hts 
^he»,  ai>d  he  therefore  coramunicaled  hia  <ie- 
termioabon  apart  to  the  Page;  adding,  that  fof 
^jmsejr  he  would  patiently  await  the  events  of 
the  day,  trusting  to  the  departure  of  De  Ver- 
tain,  and  perhaps  the  Baron,  for  an  opportunity 
to  leave  the  castle  in  secret. 

"  Your  resolution  is  a  wise  one,  beau  Sire," 
replied  Julian,  "  and  boshrew  me  an  I  have  not 
hit  on  a  rare  expedient." — Here  he  paused,  and 
rising  quickly,  said,  "  But  I  will  be  with  you 
anon ;  hinder  me  not,  and  keep  close  till  I  re- 
turn." He  left  the  chapel  without  allowing  the 
Knight  time  to  exclaim  against  his  movement. 

The  absence  of  the  Page  was  of  short  dura- 
tion, and  he  returned  with  joy  beaming  in  his 
animated  countenance,  bearing  on  his  arm  an 
ample  black  cloak,  and  followed  by  the  bower- 
maiden  of  the  Lady  Bertha.  "  Not  a  moment  is 
to  be  lost !"  he  exclaimed,  respectfully  address- 
ing himself  to  Bertha,  "  you  must,  so  please 
you  Lady,  away  without  parley.  Giraud  will  be 
TOUT  escort;  and  Ida  is  well  possessed  of  the 
shortest  and  safest  way  to  your  own  apartment, 
where,  God  be  praised  !  you  may  have  lain  in  a 
(even  years'  trance,  for  aught  my  Lord  can  prove 
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to  the  contrary.  But  that  part  of  the  plot  ia  en- 
trusted to  the  wit  of  Mistress  Ida." 

In  great  astonishment  at  this  sudden  conclu- 
Mon  of  her  nocturnal  adventure,  the  Lady  Bertha 
demanded — "  How  say  you,  Ida,  can  it  be  that 
my  chamber  passed  uiisearched,  or  do  you  ha- 
zard the  denial  of  a  known  &ct  before  my  angry 
fether?" 

"  Dearest  Lady,"  the  maiden  rephed,  with 
flashing  eyes,  "  do  you  think  the  man  breathes 
in  this  castle,  of  so  ungentle  a  nature,  that  he 
should  dare  to  violate  the  sanctity  of  your  cham- 
ber by  crossing  its  threshold  unhid  ?  Least  of  all 
should  it  be  so  when  your  f.iithful  bower-woman 
had  turned  the  key,  and  betaken  herself  to  her 
own  pillow,  declaring  your  orders  to  be  positiTe, 
that  no  living  thing  should  pass  in  to  break  your 
slumbers  1" 

"  And  thou  didst  tell  such  a  tale,  Ida  ?"  said 
the  Lady  Bertha;  "in  very  sooth  thou  art  a  bold 
maiden.  Huw  if  my  father  had  taken  upon  him 
to  enter  my  chamber  himself?" 

"  Nay,  then  I  should  have  beheld  my  fine 
■kein  unravelled  with  a  vengeance,  and  yet  it 
might  have  been  that  the  urgency  of  the  matter 
had  presented  rae  with  a  tale  of  alarms — and 
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famtings — and  febrifuges — and  potions,  and 
what  not,  should  have  turned  a  more  inflexible 
parent  from  his  purpose.**' 

**  Beshrew  my  hearty*^  exclaimed  Julian,  in 
great  glee,  ^'  I  thought  not  to  have  found  so 
promising  a  yoke-fellow  in  this  your  pretty 
bower-maiden  my  Lady  Bertha.  By  the  mass 
she  is  so  apt  to  frame  devices,  she  could  per- 
suade the  very  father  of  all  lies  she  spoke  truth  !  *' 

"  Hold  there,  fair  Page,"  interrupted  the  Min- 
strel, who  came  up  at  the  moment,  ''  thy  jest  is 
somewhat  unsavoury  in  respect  of  the  pre- 
sence— " 

Julian  took  the  hint,  and  hastened  to  instruct 
Ida  in  the  part  she  was  to  perform.  The  Knight 
in  the  meantime  spoke  apart  with  the  Lady 
Bertha.  "  Oh,  my  love,"  he  said,  "  suffer  not 
moments  so  precious  to  pass  away :  follow  thy 
maiden,  and  I  entreat  thee,  fall  into  such  plan 
as  she  shall  hereafter  propose  for  misleading  thy 
father  in  this  matter — ^thy  safety — ^my  safety — 
too  well  I  see  demands  it.  Let  me  now  as- 
sist thee  to  array  thyself  as  for  an  expedition 
needing  secresy."  He  then  aided  her  to  envelope 
her  slight  and  beautiful  form  in  a  large  mantle, 
■o  that  she  might  upon  occasion  draw  it  over 
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her  features.  This  done,  he  led  her  towards 
the  chapel  door,  speaking  at  the  same  time  in 
rapid  and  broken  accents,  that  betrayed  the 
violence  of  his  emotion.  "  And  now,  my  Bertha, 
is  come  the  bitterest  moment  of  all — we  must 
part.  Oh  !  fere  thee  well,  beloved  of  my  soul. 
— We  part  in  clouds  and  darkness. — May  we 
meet  again  in  brightness  and  sunshine  !  There 
is  a  just  God  above,  and  he  will  in  his  own  good 
tune  show  the  right.  Thou  shalt  hear  of  me 
ere  long,  and  that  with  honourable  mention. 
Great  have  been  my  injuries,  and  ample  must 
be  my  revenge,  but  it  shall  be  sought  openly, 
and  taken  nobly.  Paidon  me — Bertha,  that  at 
this  moment  I  think  of  that  base  wretch — but, 
oh,  he  hath  injured  thee  also,  and  I  caraiot  forget 
Buch  wrongs.  I  see  them  beckon  thee  away. — 
Once  more,  farewell — may  all  holy  angels  go 
with  thee."  He  strained  her  in  a  wild  embrace, 
to  which  she  clung  with  all  the  energy  of  pas- 
sionate love,  mingled  with  a  thousand  undefined 
Fears  for  the  fete  of  one  who  perchance  now 
looked  upon  her  for  the  last  time.  Her  heart 
was  too  full  to  admit  of  any  expression  of  her 
emotions ;  and  as  she  tore  herself  from  his  arms 
she  could  only  murmur  forth,  in  a  voice  broken 
VOL.  I.  a 
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by  hysterical  sobs,  "  Farewell,  my  love — my 
only  love."  She  had  freed  herself  from  his 
embrace — ^but  ere  she  had  passed  from  the  hal& 
opened  door  she  recovered  sufficient  calmness  to 
add, "  Though  absent,  deem  me  ever  near  thee." 

In  the  next  moment  the  Knight  and  Julian 
were  the  only  persons  in  the  chapel. 

Long  did  Sir  Roland  remain  as  if  spell-bound> 
and  rooted  to  the  spot;  and  vainly  the  Page 
strove  to  rouse  him  from  the  deadly  torpor  which 
hung  upon  his  senses.  No  sound  seemed  to 
fall  upon  his  hearing  save  the  voice  of  Bertha 
as  she  had  last  addressed  him. — No  object  was 
present  to  his  sight  but  her  beauteous  form,  as 
he  had  last  beheld  her,  gliding  from  the  chapel 
like  a  vision  of  the  night  at  day  dawn.  He 
gazed  wildly  and  intensely,  but  it  was  not  upon 
the  massive  columns  and  the  richly  wrought  arch 
of  the  chapel  door,  now  tinged  by  the  sun^s  first 
xays  as  they  shone  through  the  stained  orieL 
It  seemed  to  his  raptured  senses  that  his  Bertha 
filled  the  void  space,  palpable  as  when  he  pressed 
her  convulsively  to  his  bosom,  her  dark  tresses 
floating  on  the  air,  and  her  white  arm  waving 
to  that  fiBurewell  which  still  rung  sad  and  shrill  in 
his  ears. 

From  this  dream  of  his  imaginatioui  how- 
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ever,  he  at  length  awoke  to  a  painful  sense  ofhis 
real  situation.  He  looked  soriowfully  towards 
the  Page,  and  said,  "  It  seems  to  me  as  though 
1  had  in  the  last  few  moments  passed  through 
thousands  of  years — aye,  thousands — yet  thc»e 
her  last  words  seem  her  first,  *  Though  absent 
deem  me  ever  near  thee.'"  Here  his  eyes  agaio 
became  fixed  upon  the  vacant  spot  where  he  had 
fleeu  the  last  wave  of  her  mantle,  he  muttered 
awhile  unconsciously,  as  it  were  to  himself,  then 
suddenly  starting  up  he  exclaimed,  "  Yes,  so  will 
I  do.  Be  my  witness,  fair  Page,  that  I  vow  be- 
fore this  sacred  altar,  henceforth  to  erase  my 
present  motto  from  my  shield,  and  to  bear  be- 
neath ray  proud  Falcon  those  last  words  uttered 
by  the  Lady  Bertha." 

"  By  Saint  Geoi^e  a  gentle  and  most  apt  de- 
vice !"  said  Julian,  "  .Let  the  words  run  thus— 
'  Elle  me  suit  j)artoul  r  then  will  the  motto  call 
to  mind  that  the  thoughts  of  your  lady,  like  the 
Falcon  on  your  shield,  should  ever  be  nearest  in 
the  hour  of  danger,  whether  in  the  tournay  or 
in  battle  field." 
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Ynu  know  tb«  rendezvoua, 
If  tlml  hia  majeiity  would  ailght  with  at 
'K  e  (liitll  express  our  duty  in  bii  eye. 
And  Ut  liim  kuotF  bq. 


It  is  to  be  feared  that,  however  acceptable 
our  retrogression  may  have  proved  to  the  reader, 
the  Banie  will  have  been  found  by  the  fair  Ida 
painfully  tedious,  inasmuch  as  we  lefl  that  de- 
mure maiden  standing  in  the  awful  presence  of 
the  Baron  of  Chilham,  in  silent  expectation  of 
his  stem  interrogatories. 

"  How  now,  Mistress  ! "  he  exclaimed,  after 
Burveying   her  with   undisguised  astonishment^ 
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"  thou  trippest  it  boldly,  and  lightly,  as  though 
thine  errand  were  matter  of  merriment,  when 
God  wot  the  sight  of  thy  pert  baby  face  can  call 
forth  none  but  the  most  sorrowful  recollections. 
Speak,  child — ^what  would'st  thou  ?  " 

'"  An*t  please  my  gracious  Lord,"  said  Ida, 
summoning  up  her  whole  stock  of  self-possession, 
^'  I  am  the  bearer  of  certain  messages  from  my 
lady,  who,  among  other  things,  prays  to  be 
excused "     * 

"  Saints  of  Paradise !  "  exclaimed  the  Baron, 
breaking  in  upon  her  speech,  which  he  imme- 
diately set  down  as  one  of  wilful  mockery, 
'*  what  have  we  here  now  ?  Why,  thou  insolent 
baggage—  thou  false  minx — ^what  devil  of  them 
all  sets  thy  parrot-tongue  a  wagging  thus  early, 
tmd  with  such  ill-timed  jeers?  Say — child — 
iirould'st  see  thy  lord  distraught  that  he  should 
proclaim  aloud  his  daughter's  shame?  Or 
comest  thou  hither,  wishing  to  atone  for  thy 
past  sins  (whereof,  I  dare  swear,  not  the  least  is 
Ae  aid  thou  hast  afforded  in  this  spur  and  bridle 
mtter),  and  seeking  to  tempt  my  wradi,  that  I 


fbrtliwith  conunand  thee  to  a  cell,  with  penitent's 
fcre,  and  a  due  allowaiK^e  of  the  sconrge  ? " 

During  this  burst  of  violence,  it  occurred  to 
the  bowtr  maiden  thatahe  might  now,  with  great 
effect,  have  recourse  to  a  manoeuvre  in  argu- 
mental  tactics,  much  approved  by  her  sex  la 
general ;  to  wit,  that  of  dashing  boldly  into  a 
line  of  invective  somewhat  foreign  to  the  subject 
matter,  and  calculated  at  once  to  place  the  ac- 
cuser in  the  situation  of  the  accused.  Bent  on 
this  course,  she  replied,  with  well-feigned  surprise 
uid  indignation,  adopting  the  strain  of  an  in- 
jured friend  whose  motives  have  been  wrongly 
interpreted,  "  And  is  it  to  be  addressed  in  these 
terms  tliat  I  have  come  hither,  my  Lord,  a  single 
weak  woman  among  hundreds  of  unblushing 
men  ?  And  is  this  the  reward  a  faithful  servant 
obtains  for  bearing  a  dutiful  errand  from  her 
lady  to  her  lord  —that  lord,  too,  a  belted  baroa 
■^ — a  knight  and  a  gentleman,  and  the  father  of 
the   sweetest  lady,  and  the  most  virtuous  ia 

Christendome ' ' 

.    She  would  have  added  much  more,  but  Sir 
b2 
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Bftlphi  who  chafed  like  a  royal  lion  when  the 
puny  whelp  of  a  she-wolf  has  dared  to  snarl  and 
shew  its  teeth  at  him,  vociferated  in  a  voice  of 
thunder : 

.  '^  By  King  Richard's  soul,  this  passes  en- 
durance !  Imp  of  wickedness — daughter  of 
mischief — ^teU  me  who  hath  set  thee  on  thus  to 
beard  me  in  my  very  hall — to  call  upon  me  that 
J  should  answer  for  my  own  words — speak  child 
—or  by  the  bones  of  Becket  I'll  have  thee  set 
i'th*  stocks,  and  see  thy  tongue  plucked  forth  and 
cast  to  my  hounds,  as  a  future  warning  to  thine 
ever  open-mouthed  sex !" 

Ida  perceived  that  her  manoeuvre  had  wholly 
failed,  and  finding  that  the  angry  Baron  paused, 
though  with  a  suppressed  wrath  which  threatened 
to  burst  forth  yet  more  violently,  in  case  her  re- 
ply should  furnish  him  with  an  excuse  for 
making  her  its  victim,  she  changed  at  once  her 
mode  of  attack,  and  sought  shelter  for  the  pre- 
sent veithin  that  never  failing  stronghold  of  her 
eex — a  flood  of  tears.  The  advantage  she  ob- 
•tained  was  evident.    Sir  Ralph  became  some- 
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what  less  assured  of  any  preconcerted  insult,  and 
felt  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed.  He  remained 
silent,  and  while  lie  cast  his  eyes  now  aloU,  now 
downwards,  and  now  on  all  sides  of  him,  very 
much  after  the  manner  of  one  who,  in  a  bath, 
has  unintentionally  called  into  play  a  copious 
shower  of  the  boiling  element,  without  a  pros- 
pect of  being  able  to  stop  the  flow  until  its 
natural  supply  shall  be  exhausted,  she  thus  with 
counterfeit  sobs  pursued  her  advantage.  "  My 
sweet  Lady — the  blessed  Virgin  protect  her, 
poor  thing,  amid  all  these  alarms  and  pursuits 
after  those  who  never  fled  ! — shall  j  udge  whether 
her  faithful  bower  maiden  is  to  be  thus  accused. 
Marry  come  up,  my  Lord,  with  your  baggages, 
and  your  imps,  and  your  miuxes.  It's  not  for 
such  as  I  am  to  listen  to  the  like,  and  hun- 
dreds of  men,  as  I  said  before,  looking  on.  I 
tell  you,  my  Lord,  great  Baron  as  you  are,  and 
De  Lucy  to  boot,  I  tell  you  I  scorn  the  names, 
nor  vnW  I  descend  to  any  answer.  I  dare  war- 
rant, my  dear  Lady,  did  I  but  ask  it,  would 
think    lightly   of  coming  down  at  once,  and 
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li^tihg  my  character,  even  before  this  large  and 
anned,  and  fierce  assembly ;  ill  as  she  is  able  to 
leave  her  couch  this  blessed  morning,  after  all 

«he " 

.  Ida  was  here  interrupted  (and  that  to  her  ior 
expressible  relief,  for  she  had  well  spun  out  the 
materials  of  her  story),  by  Sir  Ralph,  who  with 
wonder-struck  mien  had  arisen  from  his  seat,  and 
BOW  con&onted  her,  exclaiming  in  great  agita-r 
ti<Mi,  "How  say  you.  Maiden? — Your  Lady 
come  down ! — ^Too  ill  to  leave  her  couch !  The 
child  is  beside  herself— or,  merciful  Heaven  !  it 

may  be  that " 

^'  Truly,  my  Lord,"  said  Ida,  with  the  most 
provoking  calmness,  '*you  affect  to  treat  my 
Lady's  sickness  as  a  thing  wholly  improbable — 
as  if — sweet  soul ! — she  had  been  born  among 
fulling  mills  and  armourers'  anvils — that  her 
dear  head  could  endure  all  the  rushing  to  and 
fix) — ^the  ungodly  cursing  and  dnmken  shouting 
—the  rattling  and  jingling  of  armour  and  swords 
*-the  forcing  and  hammering  and  slamming  of 
doors  that  resounded  through  the  castle  the  hve 
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long  uight.     Indeed,  I  make  bold  to  say,  my 
Lord,  that  had  it  not  been  for  me  who " 

"  Ila  I  maiden  !"  exclaimed  the  old  Knight, 
in  a  voice  of  wild  entreaty,  "  an  thou  lovest  me, 
be  serious — say,  what  means  all  this?" 

"  My  Lord,  here  seems  to  be  some  strange 
error,"  said  the  maiden,  witb  well  fei^ed  asto- 
nishment. 

"  What,"  exclaimed  Sir  Ralph,  "  thou  kuew- 
est  not  of  thy  Lady's  flight  last  night !" 

"  To  her  couch,  truly,  and  that  in  some  terror, 
and  at  a  somewhat  later  Iiour  than  is  her  wont," 
said  the  maiden,  filling  up  the  pause  to  her  owH 
purpose. 

"  Light  of  the  blessed  Heaven !  Mean  you 
that  Bertha  is  in  the  castle  ? — " 

"  And  where,  I  pray  you,  good  my  Lord, 
would  you  wish  her  to  be  but  within  her  own 
dear  walls  of  Chilham  ?— " 

This  the  bower  maiden  nas  careful  to  ask 
with  every  appearance  of  astonishment,  and  it   . 
was  with  breathless  an-xiety  that  the  Baron  in 
iiis  turn  demanded  of  b«r,  "  Ileard'st  thou  no< 
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thing  of  the  search  last  night— or  rather,  what 
didst  thou  hear  ?  for  thou  hast  already  spoken 
of  the  turmoil  occasioned  thereby." 

Ere  Ida  could  reply,  and,  indeed,  while  the 
Baron  yet  spoke,  the  deep  silence  which  had 
otherwise  reigned  through  the  hall,  was  broken 
by  the  shrill  blast  of  a  bugle  winded  from  without 
the  castle  gate.  Every  man  at  the  board  started 
to  his  feet,  and  instinctively  grasped  his  weapon. 

*'  By  my  faith,  those  were  bold  and  impatient 
notes!"  said  De  Vertain,  "and  he  who  drew 
them  must  hold  himself  either  a  right  welcome 
visiter,  or  a  foe  to  deny  whom  were  dangerous." 

The  summons  was  repeated,  and  as  it  seemed, 
more  imperiously  than  before. 

"  Were  it  not  better  we  sallied  forth  ?"  de- 
manded Sir  Tristan,  "  matters  of  import  may  be 
announced  by  yon  blast." 

"  No — I  say,  no,"  exclaimed  the  Baron ;  then 
raisins:  his  voice  still  higher  above  the  murmur 
that  ran  through  the  crowd,  he  shouted  sternly, 
"  silence  all — by  Saint  George,  nor  knight — nor 
messenger^  though  he  were  a  royal  Pursuivant, 


THE  FILGKIM  BROTHERS.  '    U 

shall  stop  the  course  of  my  enquiries.  Let  Adam 
Turvile  get  him  to  hia  post.  You,  Gerard,  hie 
to  the  walls,  and  see  the  warders  fail  not  of 
their  duty — away,  Sirrali,  why  tarry  you? — ■ 
Must  you  sleep  by  the  way  ?" 

"  Master  Adam  is,  doubtless,  at  his  post," 
said  Gerard,  "  for  he  both  not  appeared  at  the 
meal," 

"  Well,  fellow,  and  what  is  that  to  thee  1  Be- 
gone, I  say." 

Gerard  bowed,  and  departed,  without  further 
remonstrance,  to  execute  his  Lord's  behest. 

The  Baron  turned  once  more  to  Ida,  "  Now, 
answer  me,  maiden,  and  that  truly,  as  you  hope 
for  salvation,  and  as  you  expect  my  favour, 
— were  you  ignorant  of  last  night's  disturb- 
ances?" 

Ida  saw  that  it  was  necessary  to  evade  the 
question,  and  she  replied  calmly,  "  But  for  the 
unceasing  din  of  arms,  and  clattering  of  mailed 
feet,  I  had  been  ignorant  of  any  commotion." 

"  The  Maiden  is  right  apt  at  drawing  conclu- 
sions," said  Sir  Tristan,  who  probably  saw  more 
B  3 
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■kIo  her  cunniiig  evsusion  than  the  straightfor- 
ward Baron. 

But  Sir  Ralph  hy  no  means  reUshed  the  inter- 
raption,  and  casting  an  angry  glance  towards 
the  speaker^  he  continued,  ^'  And  thy  lady. 
Mistress  Ida,  what  were  her  thoughts  thereon?" 

'*  For  my  dear  lady,"  replied  Ida,  "  she  had 
been  wearied  alike  in  body  and  spirit,  and  she 
retired  to  her  couch  after  leaving  the  hall ;  the 
hour  might  have  been  about  midnight:  there, 
praised  be  the  saints !  she  was  blest  with  quiet 
slumbers,  shut  out  from  all  disturbance  by  two 
good  oaken  doors." 

**  And  none  entered  Bertha's  chamber  ?"  said 
the  Baron,  inquiringly. 

'*  If,  my  lord,"  replied  the  maiden  with  flash- 
ing eyes,  and  a  glowing  cheek,  "  it  is  in  your 
power  to  show  me  the  man  bold  enough  to  have 
Attempted  such  sacrilege,  and  I  the  guardian  of 
your  daughter's  thi-eshold,  'twere  better  you 
sent  forth  your  bold  archers  and  trusty  free 
lances  to  wage  war  against  deaf  beldames  and 
pnUng  infants,  and  I  give  you  licence  to  write 
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me  down  a  witless  malkin,  and  a  sometluDg  lesa 
than  woman." 

Any  observation  upon  this  fearless  reply, 
which  was  a.  uatural  effusion  of  Ida's  atiectionate 
heart,  tuther  than  a  burst  in  character  with  the 
part  she  was  playing,  was  prevented.  For  aa 
she  finished  speaking,  the  door  was  cast  wide, 
and  Adam  Turvile  entering,  made  towards  his 
lord  in  great  haste.  He  announced  that  a  spe- 
cial messenger  from  Dover  waited  without,  who 
declared  his  errand  to  be  upon  matters  of  the 
greatest  moment,  and  in  the  King's  name  de- 
manded an  immediate  interview  with  Sir  Ralph 
de  Lucy. 

"  Ha !  is  it  indeed  so  1  Let  him  be  ushered 
in  with  all  speed,"  exclaimed  the  Baron,  almost 
forgetting  hia  daughter  in  the  interest  excited 
by  a  message  from  Dover  in  such  stirring  times. 
"  Any  commands  from  lum  who  represents  our 
good  king,  being  himself  the  very  mirror  of  faith 
and  loyalty,  cannot  be  delivered  before  too  full 
an  audience," 

The  royal  Pursuivant  was  accordingly  ushered 
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in,  followed  by  a  single  trooper,  also  bearing 
the  royal  cognizance.  With  much  hasty  cere- 
mony he  approached  the  Baron,  and  delivered  a 
scroll  bearing  the  signature  of  Hubert  de  Burgh, 
fvhich,  however,  contained  merely  an  attestation 
of  the  authority  given  to  the  Pursuivant. 

While  the  Baron,  with  knit  brows  and  lips 
sternly  compressed,  perused  (or  as  Bernardus 
insinuates,  pretended  to  peruse)  the  document, 
Adam  Turvile,  the  porter,  who  had  just  entered 
the  iall,  took  the  opportunity  of  wliispering 
apart  to  Ida.  "  By  the  rood,  thou  hast  a  pretty 
mellow  wit  for  thy  green  years,  Mistress  Ida. 
Thou  hast  fairly  overcrowed  our  stem  old 
Knight  by  the  very  shrillness  of  thy  pitch.  But 
hark  ye,  sweet  one — I  have  news  that  will  glad 
the  Lady  Bertha's  heart.  The  Saints  have 
blessed  our  endeavours  in  the  good  Knight's 
cause.  He  has  escaped  with  Julian,  who  thought 
wise  to  hold  him  company  for  their  mutual 
safety." 

"  Ti&  truly  joyful  news,"  whispered  tlie 
maiden ;  <<  but   how  has  it  been  compassed. 
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good  Adam  ?     Julian  told  me  his  plana  had  alt 

been  foiled  by  the  loss  of  the  key  of  the " 

"  Tush — speak  under,  i'  God's  name.  Me- 
thought  the  old  Lord  looked  this  way.  But  no — 
his  eye  is  u  pon  De  Vertain ,  who  aids  him  to  unravel 
the  mysteries  of  yon  clerkly  scroll — Julian  told 
you  but  the  truth,  I  possessed  the  key,  and  thu3 
it  happened :  I  was  privy  to  the  whole  scheme 
of  their  escape  ;  and  shortly  after  they  had  left 
the  hall,  I  followed  them  to  assure  myself  that 
all  went  well.  Judge  of  my  grief  at  finding  that 
they  had  left  the  castle,  and  had  already  entered 
the  subterranean  passage,  forgetting  the  key  of 
the  further  door,  on  which  so  much  depended. 
My  only  hope  was  to  recall  Julian ;  so,  locking 
the  door  of  the  stoue  chamber,  I  descended  to 
the  trap  door  above  the  secret  passage :  there  I 
stayed  as  long  as  prudence  permitted,  knocking 
and  calling  like  King  Richard  at  the  gate  of 
Acre.  But  all  in  vain — they  heard  me  not;  or, 
hearing  me,  mistook  my  voice  for  that  of  a  foe ; 
and  though  sore  unwilling,  I  was  forced  to  leave 
them  to   their   fate.     But   listen — my   Lord   is 
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Sdke  k  to  kwMT,  dial  I  dib  monuDg  faand 
■OBB  Id  ooBfej  Ike  key  to  Jvlini  m  the  cfaapel ; 
a»  lim  diej  WK  dnolillrf»  eve  this  bejond  any 
■MKdiile  danger.  Bo  dioa,  when  thoa  Inst 
kaidllieparpQrt  of  the  Ccneliible's  missian,  de- 
part widi  iIib  inldiigenoe  to  thy  fiur  mistress.'^ 

The  royal  Pmbuiianl  had  erkiendy  ridden 
hard,  and  haig.  He  was  cohered  with  mad,  and 
his  honeys  foam,  and  still  panted  finom  the  yio- 
knce  of  hisexertioDS.  Doffing  his  steel  bonnet, 
•nd  oncoeoioDioasly  wipbg  the  moisture  ftum 
his  brow,  he  said,  in  reply  to  the  question  of  Sir 
Ralph  de  Lucy,  ^*  My  errand  is  delivered  in  few 
words,  bean  Sire.  The  arriTal  of  Sir  Eustace  de 
Nevile,  and  other  French  leaders,  upon  the  Kent* 
ish  coast,  must  be  well  known  to  you." 

**Aye,  by  Heaven's  light  is  it!"  interrupted 
die  Baron,  *'  and  sooth  to  say,  I  have  marvelled 
liot  a  little  at  the  tardiness  with  which  the  Lord 
Constable  has  taken  measures  to  repel  so  large  a 
swarm  of  foreign  invaders.^ 

Touching  die  private  views  of  the  noble  and 
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riglit  valiant  Sir  Hubert  de  Burgli,"  said  the  pre- 
cise and  straightforward  Pursuivant,  "  I  hold 
myself  scarce  free  to  hold  a  judgmeat,  much  less 
— saving  your  presence — to  speak  it ;  nor  do  my 
iiist ructions  mentiou  ajiy  discussion  to  be  holdeii 
Vfon  past  events.  My  communication  is  simply 
this: — Your  immediate  presence,  Sir  Ralph  de 
Lucy,  as  also  yours,  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain,  is 
required  at  the  castle  of  Dover:  the  Lord  Con- 
stable desiring  to  take  immediate  order  with  you 
both  for  the  suppression  of  the  numerous  bands 
of  mercenaries  now  hovering  between  this  and 
Dover ;  of  whom  tlie  accounts  are,  that  they  lay 
violent  hands  upon  all  who  come  within  their 
clutches;  and  that  they  pillage  and  destroy 
wherever  their  extortionate  demands  are  not 
complied  with." 

"  Is  it  indeed  so  bad  ?  "  exclaimed  Sir  Tristan ; 
"  Do  the  pestilent  vermin  already  begia  to  swarm 
over  the  country  ?  Yet  tell  me,  Sir  Pursuivant, 
what  learn  you  of  their  leaders?  Do  any 
knights  of  fame  or  prowess  command  them, 
any  of  gentle  blood  and  courteous  hearing,  witli 
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whom  it  were  an  honour  to  break  a  lance  fof 
Saint  George  and  good  King  John?  Or  are  the 
leaders  of  the  companies  (here  his  voice  sank  to 
a  lower  pitch,  as  his  eye  glanced  down  the  long 
array  of  his  own  free  lances,)  base  hireling 
knaves,  whose  highest  ambition  is  a  purse  of 
golden  pieces,  and  whose  blood  flows  from  a 
scarce  purer  source  than  the  vile  puddle  of  the 
robbers  they  lead  7^ 

"  Touching  the  Captains  of  the  free  compa- 
nions,'' replied  the  Pursuivant,  "  we  have  not 
learned  any  thing,  but  for  the  free  lances  them** 
selves,  they  are  said  to  be  of  the  very  worst  and 
vilest  order.  As  in  very  sooth  their  deeds  plainly 
prove.  I  swear,  noble  Sir,  on  the  faith  of  a  true 
man,  and  of  one  in  honourable  employ,  that 
what  I  am  about  to  tell  you,  chanced  as  I  as- 
cended but  now  from  the  river." 


CHAPTER  II. 


The  attention  of  the  wliole  company  had  been 
arrested  by  the  solemn  preamble  of  the  Pursui- 
vant ;  and  it  was  in  silence,  and  with  breathless 
anxiety  that  the  crowd  wliich  had  now  gathered 
around  him,  awaited  Iiis  promised  narration. 

Scarcely  noticing  the  interest  he  had  ex- 
cited, he  thus  went  on, 

"  Wliile  I  and  my  fellow  here  were  hesitating  as 
to  the  best  place  for  fording  the  stream,  we  per- 
ceived a  small  boat  pushing  rapidly  across  from 
this  side,  in  which  sat  tno  men,  who  bore  the 
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appearance  of  Pilgrims.  Scarcely  noticing  us, 
they  landed,  but  I  made  for  them,  and  we  be- 
stowed upon  each  other  the  salutations  of  the 
morning.  Hereupon,  I  eagerly  inquired  which 
way  lay  the  ford.  With  much  courtesy  the 
younger  of  the  two,  whom  I  vow  to  be  the  most 
juvenile  and  sprightly  Pilgrim  I  ever  set  eyes  on, 
pointed  it  out,  and  moreover  showed  me  the  di- 
rection, by  keeping  which,  we  should  afford  our 
horses  the  best  landing  place.  Perceiving,  then, 
thai  he  was  anxious  to  learn  something  of  my 
business,  I  told  him  whence  I  came,  and  whither 
I  wna  going,  but  not  a  word  of  my  object;  and 
credit  me  he  seemed  not  desirous  of  learning 
more,  but  at  mention  of  the  names  of  the  Lord 
Constable,  and  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  he  turned 
away,  like  one  who  had  conjured  up  the  devil, 
tod  strode  rapidly  up  the  hill,  dragging  his  com- 
panion with  him,  as  though  the  foul  fiend  were 
giving  chase.  We  dashed  in,  and  forded  the  river, 
but  scarce  had  we  reached  the  bank  on  this  side, 
when  we  heard  a  loud  shouting,  and  the  tramp- 
ling of  horses  behind  as.    We  looked  in  the  di-^ 
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rection  of  the  sounds,  and  lo  '.  a.  party  of  these 
Bcarecrow  vagabonds  of  whom  you  were  speak- 
ing, had  rushed  from  out  the  forest's  shade,  and 
were  upon  our  two  pilgrim  friends,  like  hungry 
wolves  upon  two  stray  lambs  from  the  ilock. 
Will  you  believe  it.  Sirs,  the  base  pack,  wholly 
regardless  of  the  sanctity  which  should  have  pro- 
tected their  victims,  and  without  listening  to 
their  holy  warnings,  dared  to  '" 

"Speak,  Sir  Envoy,  what  did  they?"  ex- 
claimed the  Baron,  unnecessarily  bursting  in 
upon  the  Pursuivant's  narrative,  "  surely  they 
had  not  the  barbarity  to ?  " 

"  Of  a  truth  you  seem  strangely  peturhed.  Sir 
Ralph,"  interrupted  the  Pursuivant,  unable  to 
account  for  the  intense  interest  betrayed  by  the 
old  Knight ;  "  but  I  scarce  marvel  thereat,  for 
the  vicinity  of  such  lawless  wTctches  is  at  the 
least  unpleasant — not  to  say  dangerous.  And  I 
grieve  to  tell  you  I  know  not  the  fate  of  the  Pil- 
grims, for  (as  I  was  in  the  course  of  relating  when 
you  broke  in  upon  me)  the  viilanous  crew,  who 
appeared  to  act  as  though  all  of  them  would 
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command  and  none  obey,  hurried  their  holy 
captives  into  the  wood  that  crowns  the  bill,  and 
we  saw  no  more  of  them." 

"When  the  Pursuivant  paused,  the  Baron  spoke 
not,  but  looked  inquiringly  towards  Tristan: 
that  Knight,  however,  answered  not  liis  meaning 
gaze  ;  he  was  at  the  moment  deeply  engaged  in 
listening  to  some  communication  from  his  worthy 
minister.  Black  Guilbert,  and  seemed  to  have  no 
attention  for  any  other  subject.  And  when  at 
length  he  looked  up  it  was  not  to  regard  or 
answer  the  glances  of  the  Baron,  but  with  a 
flushed  brow  and  with  violent  gesture  he  voci- 
ferated, "  God's  life,  my  Lord  of  Chilham,  talk 
you  of  hireling  cut  throats  and  lawless  robbers 
when  there  is  treachery  in  your  very  castle- 
treachery  among  the  very  vassals  who  sit  below 
the  salt  at  your  board  ?  Ay,  fellows,  you  may 
well  start,  and  stare,  and  crowd  around  me,  I 
will  prove  my  assertion.  There  ia  a  wolf  in  this 
fold,  and  though  single  he  is  not  powerless.  My 
Lord  of  Chilham,  your  chief  porter  is  the  man  I 
speak  o£" 
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A  mumiur  of  astonishment  nm  through  the 
multitude  at  this  unlocked  for  and  alarming 
communication.  Sir  Tristan  went  on,  "  I  say 
the  chief  porter  is  false  to  bis  trust — the  man  who 
is  enabled  to  admit  all  comers  as  he  lists,  within 
your  stronghold,  is  in  league  with  your  enemies. 
Vassals  of  Chilham,  can  you  hear  tlii:i  and  sit 
inactive  ?  Ho  !  there,  Black  Guitbert,  stand  you 
stoutly  by  me  and  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  though 
he  find  not  another  true  man  among  his  own  re- 
tainers ;  for,  by  Saint  George,  he  may  indeed 
look  to  find  black  hearts  among  them  when 
trusty  Adam  is  found  to  turn  traitor.  Without 
there  ! — guard  me  the  doors — free  lances,  stand 
to  your  weapons  and  aid  nie,  while  In  the  name 
of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  1  secure  a  traitor's  person. 
If  there  is  a  true  heart  in  the  hall  let  Adam  Tur- 
vile  be  seized.  My  Lord  of  Chilham,  by  your 
leave  I  will  make  tliis  matter  fully  known  to 
you." 

Some  explanation  of  this  extraordinary  con- 
duct was  indeed  necessary,  for  such  had  been 
the  astounding  effect  of  Sir  Tristan's  words  upon 


fZ  7HE  FIL6BIM  B&OTHEKB. 

the  whole  assembly,  that  each  individual,  k)stead 
of  standing  forth  to  obey  the  command,  looked 
towards  his  neighbour  for  an  explanation  of  the 
mystery. 

'*  Come  forward,  Adam  Turvile,'**  said  the 
Baron,  in  a  calm  and  dignified  tone  of  voice. 
Hie  old  man  obeyed  him.  *'  And  I  pray  of 
you.  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain,  to  expound  me  that 
which  you  have  darkly  intimated.  Say  of  what 
you  accuse  an  old  and  faithful  servant  who  hath 
never  yet  failed  of  his  trust  to  me  or  mine." 

"  Simply,"  said  the  Knight,  looking  towards 
his  Esquire,  as  if  for  confirmation  of  his  words, 
*'  of  being  the  instrument  through  whom  the 
faithless  Roland  of  Montalban  and  that  dainty 
compound  of  treason  and  insolence,  Julian  of 
Aspervile,  have  effected  their  escape  from  the 
castle.  Say,  thou  hoary  wretch,  art  thou  not  an 
aider  and  abettor  in  the  dark  doings  of  Sir 
Roland,  and  that  pert  jackanapes  who  went  with 
him?" 

Hie  old  porter  cast  a  scornful  look  upon  the 
Knight,  and  waving  his  hand  with  a  degree  of 
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calm  digmty,  little  to  be  expected  from  one  of 
Ilia  condition,  he  strode  towards  the  dais  where 
stood  his  Lord,  and  said,  "  I  am  not  here.  Sir 
Tristan  de  Vertain,  to  answer  your  questions, 
and,  I  pray  you,  put  me  not  to  the  reply,  unless 
you  would  lay  your  account  to  some  hard  terms, 
which  I  may  the  more  readily  let  fall  upon  you, 
seeing  I  know  you  of  old.  And,  moreover,  I 
would  not  my  lips  uttered  the  name  of  the  good 
and  true  Knight  you  have  spoken  of,  in  the 
same  hour  in  which  they  have  been  polluted  by 
yours." 

"  Adam  Turvile,"  said  the  Baron,  sternly,  and 
in  a  voice  that  was  seldom  heard  without  fear 
by  his  dependants,  "  look  to  thy  demeanour. 
Thou'rt  too  unrespective,  old  man,  and  presumest 
ufoa  thy  many  and  lon^  services  to  bandy  rude 
and  discourteous  terms  with  an  honoured  guest 
of  thy  master.  Hear  what  sliall  be  laid  to  thy 
charge,  before  trusting  thy  bold  tongue  with  a 
reply.  And,  good  Sir  Knight,  believe  me,  I 
take  it  as  much  to  heart  that  any  vassal  of  mine 
Bhould " 
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Sir  Tristan  interrupted  him,  and  while  he  cast 
upon  the  old  man  a  look  which  impUed  the 
deadliest  hate,  said  with  a  careless  sneer, ''  Nay, 
good,  my  Lord,  I  pray  you  note  it  not  to  the  dis- 
advantage of  yon  fellow,  even  though  he  bear  not 
the  test  of  honesty  as  you  may  look  for.  I  wot 
well  that  in  warm  moments  men  scrutinize  not 
too  deeply  their  own  words,  nor  should  they  those 
of  others.  But  credit  me,  your  peril  admits  of  no 
superfluous  expenditure  of  time  or  words.  The 
danger  is  nearer  than  you  imagine.  I  pray  you 
that  you  will  cause  my  faithful  and  sagacious 
Esquire,  Guilbert,  to  confront  this  trusty  porter, 
then  shall  you  put  your  old  and  tried  weapon  to 
a  more  severe  proof  than  it  has  yet  experienced. 
If  ow,  good  Guilbert,  speak  to  what  thou  hast 
witnessed  this  morning,  and  that  boldly,  and  in  as 
few  words  as  may  be/' 

Every  sound,  even  down  to  the  lowest  whis- 
per, was  now  hushed  in  the  hall,  and  the  \^riou8 
expressions  of  surmise,  displeasure,  or  suspicion, 
ceased  among  the  anxious  crowd. 

The  ferocious  and  scowling  aspect  of  the 
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Eequire  was  calculated  to  excite  any  thing  but 
fevourable  sentiments  towards  him  among  the 
friends  of  the  accused,  and  accordingly  he  expe- 
rienced considerable  difficulty  in  making  his  way 
up  to  the  foot  of  the  dais  ;  but  his  form  was  not 
diminutive,  and  he  at  length  succeeded  in  obtain- 
ing a  prominent  situation,  in  front  of  the  crowd. 
"An't  please  you,  good  my  Lord,"  he  began,  "to 
forbid  any  breaking  in  on  my  discourse  by  mine 
honest  and  fearless  master-porter  there,  whosa 
glance  is  as  proud  as  tho'  he  were  himself  the 
Falcon  Knight  he  boasts  of,  I  will  speak  of  my 
knowledge  in  this  matter  in  such  terms  as  may 
beseem  a  plain  and  rude  man." 

"  I  enjoin  thee,  Adamj"  said  the  Baron,  "  to 
hear  in  silence  the  accusation  which  this  good 
fellow  shall  prefer  against  thee ;  and,  moreover, 
in  replying  to  the  same,  to  bear  thyself  more 
wisely  and  respectively  towards  gentlemen  of 
blood  and  good  report." 

Adam  bowed  in  silence ;  and  at  a  sign  from 
his  master.  Black  Guilbert  thus  proceeded  : 
"  By  a  failing  ti^ether  of  events,  truly  wondrouSf 

TOI.  II.  O 
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it  has  but  even  now  been  told  how  a  band  of 
graceless  free  companions,  before  the  eyes  of 
this  honourable  Pursuivant,  have  seized  and 
carried  off  under  your  very  castle  walls,  two 
men  habited  as  Pilgrims.  Who  those  two  Pit- 
grims  were,  tny  Lord  of  Chilham  will  scarce 
need  to  be  told  when  I  declare  that  mine  honest 
Adam  here,  for  all  his  boasted  fidelity,  has, 
within  a  space  of  time,  exactly  corresponding 
wit))  their  mishap,  dismissed  from  the  castle  the 
Knight  of  Montalban  and  the  Page  Julian  of 
Aspervile. 

The  Esquire  paused  a  moment,  and  Sir  Ralph 
started  up,  exclaiming,  "  Now,  by  the  God  that 
lives,  I  thought  those  Pilgnms  could  be  none 
but  the  fugitives.  Go  on,  good  fellow :  verily 
we  shall  be  beholden  to  thee,  an  thou  bringest 
to  light  these  treasonable  passages;  and  thon 
mayest  look  to  receive  solid  marks  of  my  fa- 

"  I  was  passing  the  inner  court,"  continued 
Black  Guilbert,  darting  a  baleful  scowl  to- 
vuds  Adam,  "  at  the  hour  of  moming  meal. 
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when  I  beheld  some  person  steal  softly  from 
the  keep,  through  the  door  next  Raymond'* 
tower;  a  second  glance  told  me  it  was  none 
other  than  Master  Adam  Turvile.  Ho !  ho ! 
say  I  to  myself;  here  is  sometliing  underhand : 
it  may  advantage  me  to  note  what  follows! 
Well,  the  better  to  mark  the  enemy's  motitHis^ 
I  ensconced  myself  beliind  a  buttress.  Cau- 
tiously and  fearfully  my  old  fox  crosses  the 
court,  and  lo !  he  enters  the  door  leading  to  the 
chapel.  Like  hound,  when  the  scent  is  at  the 
hottest,  I  bounded  after  him,  and,  entering  the 
door,  gained  a  full  view  of  the  chapel,  and  wliat 
was.  passing  therein.  There  stood — start  not, 
my  Lord  of  Chilham — the  foe  of  your  house, 
Roland  of  Montalban,  and  that  miserable  wasp, 
Julian,  engaged  in  close  converse  with  your 
trusty  head  porter.  Few  and  hasty  were  his 
words,  and  then  he  drew  forth  a  key.  Joy 
beamed  in  each  face  at  sight  of  it ;  a^ain  and 
again  they  thanked  the  old  deceiver  as  though  hia 
leathern  jaws  had  shone  with  the  brightness  of 
an  angel  fallen  from  Heaven ;  then  warmly  em- 
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bracing  him — old  withered  trunk  as  he  is — ^they 
wrapped  their  full  dark  garments  around  their 
persons  and  withdrew.  I  know  not  how  it  was/ 
but  they  seemed  to  disappear  behind  a  lofty 
sepulchre,  as  though  some  unseen  door  had  been 
opened  to  receive  them.  Adam  thereupon  turned 
to  leave  the  chapel,  and  I  also  was  forced  to  re- 
tire.    This,  beau  Sire  de  Lucy,  is  my  story.'* 

The  Baron,  who  had  listened  with  the  most 
intense  interest  throughout,  now  cast  a  stem 
look  upon  the  old  porter,  and  said,  "  Speak, 
mihappy  man,  canst  thou  deny  aught  of  this? 
Gladly  shall  I,  upon  proof,  acquit  thee  of  the 
charge,  but  severe  must  be  the  punishment  in- 
flicted upon  the  man  found  plotting  against  the 
master  who  has  loved  him  so  long  and  so  well." 

A  glance  of  supreme  scorn  passed  across  the 
rugged  features  of  the  old  man,  as  he  replied  in 
a  firm  voice, ''  Praised  be  the  Saints,  that  I  can 
gainsay  no  single  particle.  For  a  marvel,  yon 
fellow,  black  by  nature  as  by  name,  hath  in  this 
thing  spoken  but  the  truth.'* 

The  Baron^  who  viras  fiur  more  incensed  at  the 
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fearless  demeanour  of  his  vassal,  than  at  the 
measure  of  his  crime,  stepped  back  a  few  paces, 
and  raising  his  voice  to  its  loudest  pitch,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  True,  Sirrah,  true !  And  thou  staodest 
before  thy  Lord,  confessing  with  unbashful  mies 
to  such  aii  act?  God'a  death,  Sir  Porter,  hath  it 
come  to  this  pass,  that  a  De  Lucy  should  be 
openly  bearded  by  his  own  bondsman .'  Peradven- 
ture,  thou  art  minded  to  plead  an  excuse  for 
thy  conduct :  say,  darest  thou  hope  for  pardon  ?" 
The  old  man  replied  in  a  voice  of  deep  feel- 
ing, "  My  much  loved  master,  I  never  thought 
I  should  live  to  bid  you  beware  of  committing  an 
unjust  act;  but,  standing  here,  as  I  do,  in  peril 
haply  of  my  life,  the  last  word  I  am  allowed  to 
utter  shall  be  to  warn  you  against  hastening  the 
downfall  of  Roland  of  Montalban.  He  is  an 
innocent,  he  is  a  deeply  injured  man,  and  that 
his  enemies  shall  one  day  confess — yea,  though 
it  be  not  until  their  souls  are  rushing  forth  in  the 
dark  agonies  of  death.  This,  my  erring — my 
misguided  master,  is  the  only  defence  1  urge, 
and  now  cause  your  worst  to  be  done  upon  old 
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Adam  Turvile ;  you  shall  not  draw  firom  him  a 
lireath  that  may  prejudice  those  whom  it  is 
IxNist  to  hare  aided  in  the  hour  of  their  peril. 

'^  Now  by  the  soul  of  my  Sire,  this  is  too  in* 
flolent  V'  exclaimed  the  Baron,  scarcely  able  to 
ixmtain  himself  for  anger,  ''  and  but  for  the 
iMLseness  of  thy  blood  I  had  bestowed  a  buffet 
npon  thy  bold  cheek ;  but  otherwise  shalt  thou 
be  dealt  with.  Ho !  there,  let  four  archers  ad* 
irmnce.  What,  shall  we  let  our  just  laws  sleep, 
•nd  the  rod  of  oar  authority  dwindle  to  a  twig 
held  up  to  frighten  whimpering  babes  ?  Shall 
we  exact  no  respect  ?  Shall  we  crouch  fawn- 
ingly  while  those  bom  to  obey  us  turn  com* 
manders — Ml  prostrate,  that  our  bom  vassals 
may  instil  right  judgments  into  our  ears  ?  No, 
by  my  fiither's  crest,  and  my  mother's  spotless 
bonour!  this  shall  not  be.  Seize  that  hoary 
traitor,  archer&— that  churlish  monitor.  Bind 
bim  fast — ^thrust  him  into  the  lowest  of  the  castle 
dmigeons — ^that  at  the  end  of  the  black  vault : 
it  will  scarce  have  been  opened  to  human  gaie 
flnce  the  famous  day  when  the  good 
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Richard  caused  me Yet  atay,  I  may  err 

there ;  the  wily  old  man  is  a  very  sorcerer  at 
vaniahing  through  TUulta  and  dungeons,  and  may 
defeat  us  with  a  vengeance.  Away  with  him  to 
the  guard  chamber  iu  the  western  tower;  he 
knows  that  it  has  bolts  and  bars ;  aud  there, 
high  raised  ubove  all  associates,  he  may  sit  and 
sigh  to  the  wtiistliiig  breeze  for  a  pair  of  angel's 
wings  to  {\y  down  wttlial.  But  put  on  him 
enough  of  shackles — make  fast  the  arms  that 
must  forsooth  bind  and  loose  at  will.  By  Saint 
George,  he  shall  learn  that  othcis  too  have 
power  to  do  so!  Away  fellows  ! — up  to  the 
tower  with  him  !" 

Adam  was  seized  by  tlie  astonished  archers, 
and  hurried  from  the  presence  of  his  angry  Lord, 
who,  tm'oiog  hastily  to  the  Pursuivant,  said, 
"  Alethinks,  sir  messenger,  you  have  acquitted 
yourself  of  your  errand ;  now  tlierefore  get  you  to 
horse,  and  spur  for  Dover;  and  you  niay  inform 
the  Lord  Coustable  that  Sir  Tristan  and  myself, 
together  with  my  kinsman,  Rudolph  de  Longa- 
ville,  will  quickly  obey  his  mandate,  followed  by 
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tuch  a  force  as  may  befit  our  rank  and  bearing. 
Tell  him,  moreover,  what  yoa  have  this  day 
seen ;  that  old  Ralph  de  Lucy  is  still  Lord  of 
his  own,  and  that  in  this  poor  Castle  of  Chilham, 
at  least,  men  are  taught  to  bow  before  just  and 
lawful  authority.  Farewell — call  for  a  stirrup 
cup,  and  may  God  speed  you  on  your  way  !'* 

While  the  Pursuivant  was  retiring,  De  Ver- 
tain  whispered  apart  to  his  Esquire  ^'  Heards't 
thou  that,  Guilbert  ?  He  calls  himself  master ! 
Ha !  ha !  master.  Well,  well,  for  some  hours  he 
shall  be  so.  By  hell's  darkest  pit  the  course 
of  events  flows  right  for  me.  Sir  Esquire.  In 
thus  hastening  the  departure,  Sir  Ralph  doth 
but  with  his  own  hand  fit  the  fated  arrow 
to  the  string.  Now  let  us.  be  of  good  heart — 
thou  knowest  the  order  of  the  plot — its  execu- 
tion rests  with  thee,  and  for  me,  I  shall  return 
hither  before    the  carnage   begins — ^upon  the 

wings  of pshaw  !  I  had  well  nigh  said  love. 

But  'tis  all  one.  This  day  do  I  win  a  wife  and 
lands,  and  thou,  Guilbert — ^nay  I  jest  not — the 
knightly  spurs/' 
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"  A  word  in  your  ear,  beau  Sire,"  said  Black 
Gruilbert,  his  fierce  eyes  glistening  at  the  men- 
tion of  this  long  sought  honour,  ''  I  have  al- 
ready learnt  that  the  place  of  Master  Adam  will 
be  filled  by  one  Philip  Brettel.  In  faith  the 
wind  set  strangely  our  way  when  it  blew  the 
old  man  from  his  post.  As  for  this  Philip,  he 
is  of  a  facile  nature,  with  a  strange  love  for  gold, 
and  a  lower  price  than  ours  would  buy  him-^I 
will  look  to  that."  The  worthy  pair  then  de- 
parted—Guilbert  to  try  his  influence  over  the 
fidelity  of  the  new  porter,  and  his  master  to  be- 
stow upon  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  such  advice  re- 
specting the  order  of  the  march  to  Dover  as 
best  suited  his  own  bloody  purposes. 


G  3 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Tlie  good  Earl  in  his  stirraps  flood. 
That  Highland  host  to  see, 
'^  Now  e'en  a  Knight  both  stout  and  good. 
Might  pioTo  in  jeoptrdie/' 

OLD  BALLAD. 

,.  It  wanted  foil  two  hours  of  noon  when  the 
numerous  and  warlike  array  about  to  attend  the 
rendezvous  of  the  King's  party  at  Dover  issued 
from  the  portal  of  Chilham.  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy 
had  been  joined  by  his  kinsman,  Rudolph  de 
Longaville,  and  a  band  of  fifty  archers,  and  this 
Knight,  at  the  suggestion  of  De  Vertain,  now 
took  his  place  as  leader  of  the  advanced  guard. 
It  was  a  main  point  in  the  scheme  of  De 
Vertain  to  separate  the  Baron  as  much  as  pos- 
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■ibie  from  his  own  party,  and  this  be  eflecfed 
by  marshalliDg  the  united  forces  in  the  following 
order.  The  first  who  advanced  was  Sir  Rn- 
dolph  de  Longaville,  a  valliant  and  experienced 
warrior,  who  had  gaiaed  much  fame  and  hard 
blows,  as  well  with  his  former  master.  King 
Richard,  in  the  Holy  Laud,  as  with  King  John, 
in  his  wars  in  France.  On  either  side  of  him 
rode  an  Esquire,  whose  accustomed  duties  of 
bearing  his  lance  and  shield,  were  now  dispensed 
with,  the  Knight  riding  armed  at  all  points,  in 
consideration  of  the  numerous  bands  i^aid  to  be 
iofceting  the  woody  tracks  through  wliieh  they 
must  pass.  He  was  immediately  followed  by 
his  own  fifty  archers.  Next  to  these  came  the 
well  appointed  band  of  men  at  amis,  furnished 
by  the  Lord  of  Chilham,  for  the  teuure  of  that 
goodly  manor.  These  were  purposely  sepai'ated 
from  the  archers  of  Chilham  by  a  small  party 
of  De  Vertain's  free  lances,  under  their  Captain, 
Sir  Stephen  de  Mortevaile,  and  the  remainder 
of  that  ill-assorted  but  effective  band,  led  by 
Black  Giulbeitj  formed  a  sort   of  barrier,  by 
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.  which  the  Baron  and  his  Esquires,  Eglamonr 
de  Villemonty  and  Aymer  Fitzwarren,  were  cut 
off  from  all  who  would  be  likely  to  render- them 
any  serious  aid  when  the  intended  attack  should 

•   be  made. 

.  For  a  mile  or  two  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain  rode 
.by  the  side  of  the  Baron,  and  engaged  him  in 
conversation  upon  the  general  topics  of  the  day. 
Several  attempts  were  made  on  either  side  to 
appear  jocose,  but  the  smile  which  followed 
every  sally  was  so  forced,  and  plainly  spoke  so 
little  the  real  feelings  of  the  heart,  that  each, 
as  if  by  the  consent  of  the  other,  abandoned  the 
project  of  maintaining  an  animated  conversation. 
At  length  Sir  Ralph  broke  the  silence  by  ex- 
pressing his  surprise  that  his  companion  did 
not  wear  his  accustomed  suit  of  armour.  **  How 
is  it|  good  Sir  Knight,"  said  he,  ''that  I  behold 
you  not  in  the  superb  Milan  suit,  which  our 
good  King  himself  presented  to  you  after  our 
success  at  Rochester?  And,  above  all,  it  is 
strange  that  you  should  have  neither  crest  nor 
device.    Surely  you  are  bound  to  obey  the  sum- 
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mons  of  Lhe  Lord  Constable  attired  ia  3o  honour- 
able a  mark  of  royal  favour,  rather  than  in  this 
plain  suit  of  mail  and  this  table  of  attente,  which 
would  proclaim  you  a  nameless  and  obscure 
Knight. 

In  some  confusion,  Sir  Tristan  replied,  that  he 
purposed  changing  his  armour  at  Dover,  adding 
something  about  the  great  weight  of  his  Milan 
suit,  and  the  advantage  of  encountering  the 
scurvy  knaves  who  composed  the  free  bauds,  un- 
distinguiBhed  by  any  outward  marks.  The  Ba- 
ron stared,  but  he  appeared  to  regard  the  point 
as  not  worth  contending  for.  After  a  few  ex- 
clamations of  scorn  against  the  base  canaille,  with 
whose  blood  gentlemen  of  honour  and  high  estate 
were  sometimes  obliged  to  soil  their  swords,  he 
relapsed  into  his  former  silence.  Shortly  after- 
wards Sir  Tristan  drew  up,  and,  framing  some 
plausible  excuse  to  the  Baron  for  leaving  him, 
set  spurs  Eo  his  horse,  and,  followed  by  his  single 
Esquire  (Guilbert  being,  as  the  reader  is  aware, 
in  front),  galloped  off  in  a  different  direction. 

The  sun  riding  high  in  the  Heavena  proclaimed 
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Ihe  hoar  of  noon,  when  that  body  of  finee  Imoeiy 
deacribed  as  holding  the  last  station  in  the  am j, 
was  ordered  by  the  leader.  Black  Grnilbarty  to 
halt  at  the  foot  of  a  gentle  ascent.  The  road  in 
which  they  travelled  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  a  rough  greoisward,  or  a  sylvan  path  cut 
through  the  wild  wood,  for  the  conyenienoe  oi 
the  hunters  and  foresters.  The  situation  did  not 
appear  one  in  which  an  attack  was  likely  to  be 
made  by  any  marauding  parties,  the  ground  on 
each  side  being  clear  firom  imderwood,  and  the 
gigantic  trees  growing  at  such  spaces  from  one 
another,  that  any  approaching  object  might 
easily  be  descried  ere  it  arrived  within  an  alarm* 
u^  distance. 

The  Baron  demanded  of  Guilbert  the  occasion 
c^  the  halt  he  had  commanded.  That  Esquire 
rode  up,  and  repUed  respectfully,  **  The  sharp 
pace  at  which  you  have  pushed  on,  beau  Sire  de 
Lucy,  has  severely  tried  the  wind  and  mettle  of 
our  good  steeds,  and  my  free  companions  have 
prayed  a  few  moments  to  gain  breath  ere  they 
■lount  y<m  hilL'* 
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"  Methinks,  good  Master  Guilbert,"  said  the 
Baron  sharply  "  our  pace  hath  scarce  merited 
that  chaise,  nor  does  the  hill  as  you  are  pleased 
to  term  yon  gentle  rising-,  warrant  the  smallest 
fear  for  beasts  so  roughly  used,  and  so  harshly 
nurtured.  'Ods  life,  maii,  the  archers  who  rode 
before  us  are  a  fiiil  mile  in  advance,  as  I  judge 
from  looking  up  this  glade.  By  mine  halidom, 
not  a  steel  bonnet  nor  an  unsheathed  weapon  is 
Been  to  glance  in  the  sun  j  not  a  form  either  of 
man  or  horse  relieves  jthe  dull  sameness  of  the 
endless  green!" 

"  It  may  be  well"  said  Guilbert,  "  to  peer 
anxiously  for  such  signs  in  front  of  us ;  but 
Heaven  forefend,  say  1,  that  we  should  be  forced 
to  look  on  glittering  shield  or  foaming  horse  in 

our  rear " 

"By  my  faith,  good  fellow,  thou  speakest  well, 
and  that  would  not  I  behold  for  a  noble's  ransom, 
seeing  that  we  are  few  in  number,  and  the  last  in 
the  array — and  yet  (here  the  old  Knight's  glance 
became  proud  and  high) —  roethinks,  Guilbert, 
I  have  still  in  me  such  a  spark  of  the  old  flame, 
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that|  saving  numbers,  we  could  afford  a  hot 
caption  to  a  herd  of  the  canaille.  Ay,  by  the 
mass,  we  could  entertain  some  scores  of  them  in 
Buch  a  sort,  that  few  would  return  to  their  hungry 
homes  to  tell  of  our  hospitality!  Ha!  said  I, 
not  welly  Eglamour?  said  I  not  well?  Bu^ 
Guilbert,  wherefore  that  anxious  gaze?  thou 
peers't  to  the  right  as  though  my  mention  of 
shields  and  steeds  had  conjured  up  a  phantom 
troop.  By  Heaven  thy  cheek  is  pale,  thy  hand 
trembles,  speak,  see'st  thou  aught  that  gives  rise 
to  these  symptoms  ?*'' 

"  Of  a  surety,  good  Sir  Bought,'*  replied  Guil- 
bert,  "  my  words  were  prompted  by  a  spirit  of 
prophecy.  Look  out  i'  th'  direction  of  my 
hand:  there  be  armed  horsemen,  ay  and  as 
I  live,  a  troop  of  warlike  appearance.  They 
will  number  four  score  and  better.  By  my 
soul  they  come  on  at  a  round  pace !  Listen  fel- 
lows, do  they  shout  any  war  cry  ?  No,  not  a 
word,  not  a  breath  to  disturb  an  aspen  leaf. 
Now  blasts  and  fogs  upon  these  archers,  for 
that  they  have  left  as  so  far  behind  !  What,  ho ! 
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there  Launce !  Launce,  I  eay,  what  make  ye, 
gazing  open  mouthed,  hke  a  landed  cod  fish  ? 
hark  ye,  man,  here  is  work  for  thy  long  legged 
heast,  proper  work.  Ride  forward  as  though 
the  devil  dro^e  thee,  spare  nor  spur,  nor  horse- 
flesh, dash  through  stream  and  morass  till  thou 
comest  up  with  the  arcliev'a  troop;  then  bid 
them  turn  on  the  instant  and  rescue  their  master; 
for  by  Saint  George,  we  are  like  to  have  need  of 
their  cross-bow  bolts  !" 

Launce  set  spurs  to  his  steed,  and  rode  fu- 
riously up  the  glade,  with  small  intention,  aa 
will  easily  be  imagined,  of  reaching  the  Baron'a 
trusty  band  of  archers. 

The  numbers  of  the  party  were  now  reduced  to 
eighteen.  Of  the  free  lances  tliere  were  fourteen, 
which,  together  with  Black  Guilbert,  their  tem- 
porary leader,  the  Baron,  and  his  two  Esquires, 
Fitzwarren  and  de  ViJlemont,  completed  the 
little  array. 

It  soon  became  evident  to  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy 
that  ihe  party  meditated  an  attack,  and  he  lost  no 
time  in  drawing  out  his  little  band  to  the  greatest 
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possible  adyantage.  ''  GiTe  me  my  lance.  Fits* 
wairen,"  he  cried,  ''  De  ViUemont,  my  trusty 
shield.  It  shiyeied  once  the  best  tempered  and 
the  best  wielded  blade  that  over  caused  Cbiistiaii 
womid  to  weep— eyen  that  of  the  great  Saladin. 
Pity  it  should  now  be  buckled  on  against  the 
stings  of  these  filthy  wasps." 

**  You  speak  right  well,  beau  Sire,''  said  Fitii* 
waiven,  whose  cheek  glowed  at  the  thought  of  the 
approaching  onset,  ^'  but  though  feeble,  the 
stings  are  many.  See  now  you  crush  them  ere 
yet  their  churlish  blood  be  warmed  in  their 


Teins.'' 


^'  They  are  pressing  on,^  exclaimed  the  Baron, 
who  was  now  armed  to  the  teeth,  '^  but  Guil- 
bert's  feare  haye  somewhat  magnified  their  nunn 
ben — there  will  be  barely  two  score.  By  this 
hand  less  than  twice  our  own  number ! — Soft,they 
halt,  and  seem  to  hold  parley  among  themseWes. 
Get  you  behind  me.  Esquires — and  do  you,  Master 
Guilbert,  dmw  your  lances  out  on  either  side, 
then  when  the  scuryy  rogues  come  to  the  chaige, 
fcrwaid  and  hem  them  in  on  all  sides*    So  shall 
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we,  with  Heaven's  blessing,  and  without  caunng 
our  knightly  swords  to  blush,  quickly  make  this 
canaille  food  for  crows.  Fitzwarren,  my  brave 
youth,  thy  dear  father  and  I  woq  our  spurs  to- 
gether in  the  same  fight,  'twas  in  Le  Beauvoisis, 
under  our  good  master,  King  Henry  (whom  God 
asBoilize).  Now  then  do  thou  and  De  Villemont 
tiy  whose  maiden  sword  sliall  ring  the  loudest 
peal  upon  a  cliurrs  scull :  let  me  see  you  strike 
a  good  blow  or  two  for  Saiut  George  and  meny 
^igland.  But  look  you  suffer  uie  to  bear  the 
first  attack.  I  would  fain  try  whether  my  good 
mail  can  turn  aside  the  point  of  a  base  Br<iban- 
tine'a  lance  as  it  has  those  of  kings  and  nobles 
in  days  of  yore.  By  the  bright  Heavens,  to  see 
yon  motley  group  so  vilely  disfigured  in  their 
maimed  and  rusty  suits,  with  their  clownish 
visages  hidden  for  very  shame  in  black  mask^ 
doth  almost  make  me  laugh,  despite  the  strange 
desire  I  feel  to  break  a  score  of  their  pates,  as 
vrith  the  aid  of  God  and  my  Lords,  Saint  Chris- 
topher and  Saint  George,  I  will  essay  to  do." 


1 


44  THE  PILGBIH  BROTHERS. 

By  this  time  the  hostile  party,  whom  our 
readers  will  ere  this  have  divined  to  be  the 
thirty  men  selected  by  De  Vertain  for  the 
aiecution  of  his  infernal  purposes,  had  set  spun 
to  their  horses ;  but  they  had  scarcely  advanced 
four  paces,  when  Guilbert,  with  an  apparent 
disregard  to  his  own  safety,  which  was  most 
praiseworthy  in  the  estimation  of  the  old  Baron, 
pushed  forward,  shouting  out,  "  Hold,  villains, 
and  ere  you  madly  place  your  worthless  Uvra  at 
the  mercy  of  our  swords,  say  who  ye  be,  and 
what  ye  seek,  that  thus,  in  open  day,  ye  attack 
a  noble  Knight  travelling  on  the  King's  er^ 
rand  1" 

While  thus  speaking,  Black  Guilbert  had, 
step  by  step,  approached  the  four  horsemen 
who  formed  the  first  rank,  and  these,  without 
uttering  a  single  word  in  reply,  sprang  with  one 
accord  from  their  saddles,  seized  upon  the  bold 
Esquire,  and  instantly  dragged  him  to  the  rear 
of  their  party.  Still  struggling  with  his  captors, 
he  turned  and  cried  aloud,  "  Now,  beau  Sire  de 
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Lucy,  strike  a  blow  !  Strike  t'  God's  name — an 
you  lose  the  passing  moment  all  is  over  with 
yon." 

Nor  was  the  old  Baron  long  in  following  the 
counsel  of  the  Esquire.  Ho  fixed  himself  firmly 
in  his  saddle,  and  with  the  calmness  of  one 
addressing  himself  to  battle  in  the  lists  of  a 
tournament,  though  with  the  fiery  boldness  of 
one  whom  no  consideration  could  turn  from  his 
course,  he  fixed  his  eagle  gaze  upon  his  foes  as 
if  seeking  him  who  was  most  worthy  to  encoun- 
ter his  lance.  Then  he  shouted  aloud  his  battle 
cry  of  "  a  Lucy  !  a  Lucy  !  Ho !  there,  Dc  Lucy 
to  the  rescue!"  and,  bending  forward,  he  dashed 
on  with  lance  in  rest.  The  first  of  the  free  com- 
panions whom  he  encountered,  fell  before  the 
sheer  weight  of  his  barbed  steed  and  his 
armour;  the  man's  horse  reared  on  his  haunches, 
and  cast  his  rider  violenlly  to  the  earth.  With- 
out regarding  this  poatrate  foe,  the  Baron  con- 
tinued his  course,  and,  while  yet  in  full  career, 
encountered  a  second,  who,  wanting  the  defence 
of  a  shirt  of  mail,  bent  under  the  stroke  of  his 
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well-directed  lance,  and  reeled  in  the  saddle.  It 
was  not  possible,  however,  for  Sir  Ralph  to 
extricate  liia  lance's  point  \a  time  to  take  an- 
other steady  aim,  and  finding  that  bis  foes  now 
pressed  on  him  thick  and  rapid,  he  resolred 
to  abandon  a  weapon  so  likely  to  prove  cum- 
brous and  nselesB  in  this  unetjual  contest.  He 
accordingly  threw  away  his  lance,  and  in  its 
place  drew  forth  his  huge  two  handed  sword. 
Such  was  the  keenness  of  its  edge,  and  the 
weight  of  its  metal,  that  at  the  very  first  blow 
he  almost  cleft  in  twain  the  sword  arm  of  the 
most  fur\\'ard  of  lii£  assailants.  In  the  next 
instant  the  weapons  of  two  more  were  raised 
above  his  head,  and  had  not  his  brave  Esquire 
beat  them  dovm  and  seconded  their  blows  with 
equal  vigour  and  success,  he  could  not  have 
recovered  the  swmg  of  his  own  weapon  in  time 
to  prolong  the  combat. 

The  path  would  not  admit  of  more  than  four 
horsemen  abreast,  and  such  was  the  number  oa 
eitlier  side  now  engaged  hand  to  band  in  fierce 
and  deadly  strife.     He  whom  fortune  bad  op- 
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posed  to  Sir  Ralph  was  a  man  of  gigantic  stature, 
and  nas  ca^ed  in  full  armour,  though  it  was  of 
a  marrellous  rusty  and  ill-favoured  appearance. 
He,  too,  had  thrown  aside  his  lance,  and  now 
showed  himself  to  be  one  well  skilled  in  the  use 
of  the  sword.  By  this  time  the  blood  of  the 
valiant  old  Knight  boiled  with  all  the  fury  of 
youth,  and  he  acquitted  himself  in  a  manner 
that  would  have  gained  him  renown  on  the 
plains  of  Le  Beaiivoisis  or  of  Acre  in  his  early 
career.  Loud  rung  the  weapons  of  tlie  fore- 
most combatants  as  tbey  fell  in  thick  showers 
upon  helm,  shield,  and  corslet;  and  so  equally 
was  the  hght  maintained  on  both  sides,  that  for 
some  minutes  it  seemed  rather  the  mfilec  of  a 
tournament  than  a  desperate  con6ict  between  a 
band  of  base  assassins  and  their  intended  victim. 
Gradually  the  spirit  of  battle  spread  through 
the  rear  guard  on  either  side,  and  advancing 
among  the  trees,  the  companions  of  the  same 
band  engaged  breast  to  breast,  and  hand  to 
hand.  Th<!  masked  assassins  had  sworn  not  to 
spare  their  comrades,  and  as  the  latter  knew  not 
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with  whom    they  fought^    the   combat  raged 
furiously,  and  with  increasing  desperation. 

But  it  was  not  long  before  the  real  object  of 
the  attack  became  evident ;  for  eight  or  ten  of 
the  assassins,  pressing  at  the  same  moment 
upon  the  good  old  Knight,  evinced  an  intention 
of  clipping  the  laurels  hitherto  sought  for  by 
their  stalwart  comrade.  Now,  indeed,  was  the 
prowess  of  the  Baron,  as  well  as  the  excellence 
of  his  superb  suit  of  mail,  put  to  the  proof;  and 
well  was  the  celebrity  of  both  maintained. 
"  Ha  !  Saint  Geoi^e !  Ha?  Saint  Christopher !" 
he  shouted,  as  he  rose  in  his  stirrups,  and  by  one 
tremendous  sweep  of  his  long  weapon  dashed 
to  the  ground  three  blades  that  were  at  the  same 
time  presented  to  his  breast.  "  By  all  the 
Saints,  there  fell  a  blow  after  the  fashion  of 
Coeur  de  Lion !  Now  look  to  yourselves,  mis- 
creieints ;  the  spirit  of  my  fathers  nerves  this 
arm.  Ha !  for  De  Lucy  there ! — Good  again — 
another  is  sent  to  his  account :  fool,  to  tempt  me. 
But,  prithee,  get  thee  before  me,  good  De 
Villemont^'^  he  continued,  as  he  was  enabled  to 
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retire  for  a  few  moments  behind  his  two  Es- 
quires, and  two  of  the  free  companions ;  "  I 
have  made,  in  a  sort,  a  clearance  'of  my  way, 
and  I  would  fain  draw  a  single  breath.  Yon  tall 
fellow  presses  on  me  like  a  very  devil.  By  this 
hand,  he  is  worth  any  three  of  them ;  and  in  a 
fair  field  'twere  doing  him  a  kindness,  and  my- 
self no  dishonour,  to  encounter  him ! — Ha .' 
again  they  are  upon  us !  Now  bear  the  brunt 
awhile,  my  good  youths;  I  will  not  fail  you. 
Brave  stroke  that,  De  Villemont ;  your  foe  reels 
under  it — he  has  fallen — i'faith,  he  will  not  need 
to  seek  another  such.  Gallant  Fitzwarren,  that 
sweep  was  worthy  thy  father's  son !  May  I  die, 
an'  thou  hast  not  clefl  thy  maiden  skull — the 
fellow  drops  like  a  stone.  But  give  place ;  my 
stalwart  foe  and  another  have  betaken  them- 
selves to  their  battle-axes.  I,  too,  must  change 
my  mode.  Alack,  my  sweet  Filzwamen !  that 
infernal  mallet  hath  crashed  thy  shoiUder — we, 
De  VjUemont,  thy  friend  fclls — Vengeance! 
Ha  !  Fitxwaaea  to  tlie  rMcae! — Vengeaae^  I 
vou  II.  > 


fiO 
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lay.     Ha!  SuntGeofssI   Hal 
pher ! — A  Lucy !  a  Lucy  V 

His  favourite  Esquire^ 
fellen  beneath  the  wC9ghty>U»ir')iC 
tremendoufi  battle-axesj  add  bhi  and 
gave  way  before  the  two  powoM 
wielded  then,  till  thef  at  .leq^ 
Bpot  where  the  Bonn*  wtth,iike 
himself  ready  to  receive  then; 
moment ;  and  Sir  Balph  cridl  aft,  " 
•ool  of  Richard,  ye  an  daitaiAr  M 
fliiitty  knavea!  I  am  alone,  aad  jt 
But  ye  are  Boon  io  leam,  tint 
upon  my  head  the  we^ht  of 
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ceiviug  tliat  a  Urge  party  was  upoa  them.  He 
was  yet  uncertain  whether  their  arrival  boded 
good  or  evil  to  him,  when  his  well-known  war- 
cry  of  "  Saint  Christopher  for  De  Lucy — De 
Lucy  to  the  rescue !"  arose  among  them,  with  a 
shout  that  seemed  to  retid  the  skies. 

"Blessed  be  the  Saints!"  he  exclaimed] 
"  They  are  friends,  as  I  live !  By  the  Holy 
rood,  we  were  hard  beset  else !" 

Instantly  the  weapons  of  his  two  dangerous 
opponents  were  beaten  down,  and  in  a  few  mo- 
ments they  themselves  had  fallen,  covered  will) 
wounds,  from  the  swords  and  battle-axes  of  his 
new  friends. 

And  now  it  was  that  a  Knight,  arrayed  in 
bright  armour,  gallantly  nnounted,  and  bearing 
the  sign  of  the  Cross  upon  his  mantle,  forced 
his  way  through  the  crowd.  He  spoke  not,  but 
raising  his  visor,  shewed  tlie  countenance  of  tlie 
Knight  of  Montalban. 

"  Light  of  my  eyes  1  can  it  be  thee,  dear  Ro- 
land!" said  the  Baron,  also  raising  bia  visor, 
D  3 
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and  drawing  his  hand  across  his  brow  to  assure 
himself  that  he  saw  aright 

**  Much  loved  and  respected  Lord  of  Chil- 
ham,'*  said  the  young  Knight,  in  whose  voice 
melancholy  was  mingled  with  joy,  "  I  bless 
Heaven  and  the  Saints  that  I  came  not  too  late 
to " 


4i 


By  the  bones  of  all  my  ancestors  !^'  inter- 
rupted Sir  Ralph,  grasping  warmly  the  hand  of 
Boland,  *'  a  smgle  instant  later,  and  haply  the 
name  of  De  Lucy  had  been  for  ever  swept  from 
the  face  of  the  earth — aye,  marry !  and  that 
after  a  most  butcher-like  and  unchristian  fashion 
^not  to  say  an  unknightly  one — which  is  a 
matter  these  vermin  hold  in  small  account ;  for 
I  am  even  now  well-nigh  forespent,  and  those 
two  cursed  axes  were  whizzing  over  my  head 
like  Greek  fire  about  the  battlements  of  a  tower. 
But  prithee,  good  Roland !  ere  thou  givest  or 
seekest  explanation  of  these  events,|stay  the  hands 
of  thy  followers.  Enough  of  blood  has  been 
shed,  and  the  cry  of  death  rings  piteous  when  the 
victims  are  but  few,  and  the  slayers  many.'' 
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In  fiicty  80  sodden  and  f ariouB  had  been  tht 
attack  of  Sir  Roland's  party,  that  their  sworda 
had  met  with  little  opposition  fixun  the  assasmnsp 
and  very  few  of  these  unhappy  wretches  now 
lived  to  tell  of  De  Vertam's  baseness.  At  the 
command  of  the  yomig  Knight  the  slaughter 
was  stopped,  and  the  sunrivOTs,  who  amounted 
to  no  more  than  five,  were  made  prisoners,  and 
bound  hand  and  foot  till  their  fate  should  be 
determined  by  the  Baron  and  his  preserver. 
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Then  ■nswered  bim  ■  courtaoiif  knightt 
And  faste  b  js  h&ndes  gau  wringe ; 

Sir  Cauline  is  sicke,  and  like  to  dye,j 
Without  a  goode  leechinge. 

Sir  Cauuke* 

The  Knight  of  Montalban  was  engaged  in 
assisting  the  wearied  Baron  to  slacken  his  corslet, 
and  to  doff  his  weighty  helmet^  when  it  was  told 
him  that  a  dying  man^  whose  wounds  rendered 
his  removal  impossible^  had  expressed  an  earnest 
desire  to  speak  with  Sir  Roland  of  the  Falcon. 

"  His  hurts  are,  I  fear,  past  human  aid/'  said 
the  man  who  had  delivered  the  message,  "  by 
reason  that  a  lance  head  hath  been  broken  in 
his  side  by  some  heavy  handed  fellow.     Poor 
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wretch,  his  agony  must  be  great !  'twould  wring 
bis  bitterest  foe's  heart  ti>  hear  his  groans.  He 
looks  like  an  Esquire  to  some  Knight  of  quality, 
to  judge  from  his  attire;  and,  but  for  his  ill- 
favoured  and  hang-dog  aspect,  and  tlie  company 
he  is  in  (for  these  black-faced  cut-puraes  seem 
hugely  affected  by  his  mischance)  I  should  in- 
cline so  to  style  him." 

Sir  Roland  followed  the  speaker,  while  Sir 
Ralph  de  Lucy  proceeded  to  recruit  his  strength 
by  partaking  of  such  slight  fare  as  had  been  pro- 
vided for  his  noon  day  repast. 

Astonishment  and  horror  were  depicted  in  the 
countenance  of  the  young  Knight,  when  he  dis- 
covered in  the  dying  man  no  other  than  the  fa- 
vourite Ksquire  and  confidential  minister  of 
Tristan  de  Vertain.  Tlie  wretch  seemed  already 
in  the  agonies  of  death.  The  blood  was  gushing 
)Q  a  thick  stream  from  a  large  wound  in  his  side ; 
his  eyes  were  partially  closed,  and  the  ever 
hellish  expression  of  hia  features  was  fearfully 
aggravated  by  the  contortions  of  acute  agony. 
A  small  quantity  of  sorne  reviving  cordial  was 
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with  difficulty  poured  down  his  throat,  by  which 
his  strength  was  so  hr  recruited,  that  when  the 
Knight  approached,  he  was  enabled  to  raise  him- 
self from  the  earth.  "  For  mercy's  sake,  support 
me,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  scarcely  audible.  One 
of  the  free  companions  of  his  own  party,  who 
had  before  been  speaking  with  him  (having  been. 
released  for  that  purpose),  now  knelt  down,  and 
held  his  head  in  the  most  easy  posture. 

'^  Roland  of  Montalban,"  said  the  wounded  ^ 
man,  ^'  dost  thou  start  to  behold  in  me  the  leader 
of  this  valiant  attack?  Never  ask  who  sent 
me  ;  sufficeth  that  I  came  leading  another  to  his 
destruction,  and  am  myself  summoned  away  to  an- 
swer, as  they  tell  me,  for  my  too  prompt  obedience 

to  an  earthly  master's  will,  before  one  who 

Oh !  no,  no  !  let  me  not  believe  it — ^there  can 
be  no  such  thing — yet,  oh  !  the  horrid  tales  those 
priests  have  told  usof  judgment— of  flames  that 
never  cease — never  !  can  such  a  word  be  ?  I 
dare  not  think  on  it — away  ye  who  would  tell  of 
it  !'^  He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
groaning  deeply,  made  a  vain  effort  to  rise,  as 
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though  he  already  felt,  and  strove  to  resist, 
the  cold  hand  of  death ;  but  the  exertion  was 
too  much  for  his  frame,  and  he  sunk  back  over- 
powered. 

"  Unhappy  man,"  said  the  Knight  of  Mon- 
talban,  "  he  was  then  in  league  with   these  as- 


"  He  was,  beau  Sire,"  said  the  free  com- 
panion who  tended  him,  "  he  led  a  party  who, 
to  save  appearances,  escorted  the  Lord  of  Cbil- 
hara." 

"  And  you,  fellow,  what  part  were  you  to  take 
in  this  bloody  business  ?" 

"  There  were  thirty  of  us,"  replied  the  man, 
"  8wom  for  a  price  to  do  this  gallant  old  man  to 
death,  together  with  such  of  our  own  comrades  83 
accompanied  Black  Guilbert.  Thank  Heaven  ! 
we  have  failed  in  the  attempt.  Our  souls  will 
at  least  be  lighter  by  one  horrid  crime.  I  trust 
we,  who  survive,  shall  not  have  to  answer  for 
those  of  our  poor  fellows  who  are  gone  to  their 
account,  but  the  man  who  sharpened  our  blades 
against  each  others'  hearts." 
D  3 
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*■  And  De  Vertain  himself,**  said  Sir  Roland, 
^'where  is  he  at  this  moment  ?** 

**  That  none  knows  bnt  his  Esquire.  He  left 
US  some  half  score  of  miles  back.  Yet  of  ottt 
thing,  I  am  well  assured^  that  he  took  not  the 
road  to  Dover.  He  went  back  rather  in  the 
direction  of  Chilham.  But  I  pray  you  peace 
awhile^  Sir  Knight ;  for  see  the  poor  wretch 
motions  you  towards  him,  peradyenture  he  will 
make  known  something.** 

Indeed  Guilbert  now  appeared  to  have  gained 
a  little  strength^  and  when  he  became  aware 
that  Sir  Roland  had  approached  him  once  more, 
lie  signed  the  Knight  to  incline  towards  the 
ftoimd  of  his  voice,  and  thus  continued  in  feeble 
accents.  "  My  time  is  at  length  come.  I  feel 
that  each  word  I  utter  is  a  link  broken  firom  off 
the  too,  too  'short  chain — yet  I  must  speak  and 
will. — Few  have  I  ever  loved  on  earth,  but  you. 
Knight  of  Montalban,  I  never  hated  as  I  did 
fiome.  Do  you  call  to  mind  the  day,  when,  by  a 
stroke — but  I  have  no  space  for  needless  words — 
He  who  set  me  on  to  do  this  black  deed  was 


THE  PILGRIM   BROTUEBS.  59 

one  I  hated — ay,  I  bated  him,  though  I  served 
him  as  a  master  spirit — a  fiend  of  yet  deeper  die 
than  myself.  He,  indeed,  hates  you — he  hates 
another  here,  and  would  have  tliis  day  sent  him 
whither  he  and  I  maji  never — never  go — if 

indeed,  it  be  as  these   priests   say "      He 

paused,  and  a  shudder  ran  over  his  frame ;  while 
hia  clenched  hands  and  eel  teeth  ehowed  that  he 
tried  hard  to  master  his  increasing  weakness. 
At  length  he  went  on,  "  But  the  fiend — if  any 
there  be  woi^se  than  Tristan — knows  of  one  he 
loves — ay,  that  is  the  word — ha !  ha !  ha ! 
De  Vertain  love ;  ha !  ha  J  ha !"  His  sepulchral 
laugh,  horrible  and  unnatural  as  it  was,  seemed 
doubly  so  to  the  Knight,  from  the  fearful  train 
of  recollections  it  summoned  up,  and,  unable  to 
speak  himself,  he  awaited  in  silent  agony  the 
returning  strength  of  Black  Guilbert.  After  a 
few  moments  the  vacant  stare  which  had  ga- 
thered in  the  eyes  of  the  exhausted  wretch  was 
suddenly  lit  up  with  a  passing  flash  of  anima- 
tion— he  raised  himself,  shook  his  feeble  arm  at 
Roland — and  said,  hoaisely,  "  Haply,  even  now, 
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she  is  his — ^but  there  may  be  yet  time — oh, 
Montalban^  if  you  love — if  you  would  save  her — 
the  Lady — Bertha — hasten  away  to " 

His  voice  suddenly  foiled  him,  and  his  tongue 
refused  to  give  utterance  to  the  thoughts  that 
haunted  his  souL  Indeed^  but  for  the  quivering 
motion  of  his  lips,  and  the  thick  heaving  of  his 
breath,  it  would  have  seemed  that  his  spirit  had 
already  fled. 

"  God  of  Heaven !"  exclaimed  the  Knight  of 
Montalban,  raising  his  eyes  fervently,  '^  and  ye 
blessed  Saints,  protectors  of  the  friendless,  grant 
him  strength  to  utter  the  words  that  trouble  and 
yet  hold  his  soul  to  earth.     Alas  !  he  talked  of 
evil  that  is  hanging  over  my  absent  Bertha — 
dreadful  thought !  that  Roland  should  know  her 
in  danger  and,  being  ignorant  of  its  nature,  be 
unable  to  fly  to  her.   Come  hither,  my  good  Lord 
of  Chilham ;  this  dying  wretch  declares  misfor- 
tune to  be  threatening  your  child,  your  own 
Bertha.    Speak  again,  wretched  sinner — by  the 
Cross,  which  is  your  only  hope,  I  implore  you  to 
speak.     Oh;  for  three  words — though  they  were 


THE   PILOBIM  BROTHERS.  61 

his  last.  Alas,  he  hears  me  not — his  frame  ia 
motion  leas —his  hpa  cease  to  movi>— his  eyes  are 
closed  for  ever — and  he  hath  departed  without 
unburdening  his  bosom  of  his  dying  secret." 

"  Nay,  beau  Sire  de  Montalban,"  said  the 
free  companion,  who  still  continued  to  support 
the  drooping  head  of  Guilbcrt,  "  do  but  look  on 
him — he  breathes.  Then  feel  his  pulse,  it  beats. 
Oh  that  there  were  a  leech  at  hand,  tliough — 
the  foulest  Paynim  that  ever  breathed  curses  on 
the  blessed  Cross — hold — for  now  I  do  remem- 
ber me  that  once,  when  badly  woimded  before 
Acre " 

"  Hold  there  thyself,"  exclaimed  the  Knight 
impatiently,  "  what  have  we  to  do  with  thy 
wounds  V 

"  Simply  this,"  replied  the  man,  "  tliat  my 
life  was  saved  by  an  eastern  leech,  who  in  good 
time  staunched  the  blood  as  it  was  fast  drawing 
from  my  heart.  And  if  there  be  the  smallest 
strip  of  linen  at  hand,  we  may  yet  bind  up  this 
terrible  gash  ere  poor  Guilbert  be  wholly  sped." 

Roland  hastily  put   liis  hand  to  his  bosom, 
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and  drew  from  underneath  his  bofiom  tlie  em* 
broidered  scarf  given  him  by  Bertha*  *'  I  ccxi^ 
agn  thee  to  a  bloody  fate,  thou  pretty  token,"  he 
said,  as  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  *^  but  the  cause 
ia  tier's  who  gave  thee.^ 

He  then  handed  it  to  the  free  companion,  and 
aided  him  in  binding  it  firmly  over  the  wound,  so 
as  e£fectually  to  stop  the  effusion  of  blood.  The 
Baron,  who  in  the  meantime  had  learnt  that  a 
knowledge  of  the  evil  with  which  his  beloved 
child  was  threatened,  could  only  be  obtained  by 
saving  the  life  of  the  Esquire,  now  seized  the 
hand  of  Sir  Roland,  exclaiming  eagerly^  ^^  Listen, 
Sir  Knight-*an  we  could  but  remove  him  the 
distance  of  two  miles,  without  extinguishing  by 
the  way  the  last  spark  of  life,  I  warrant  we 
should  come  across  one  skilled  in  leech-craft  as 
the  best  in  the  land,  ay,  and  in  Heathenesse  to 
boot,  of  which  me  thought  you  spake  but  now." 

"  You  mean  Ambrose,  the  recluse,  beau  Sire,** 
said  Julian,  pushing  forward — '^  I  know  his  abode, 
though  a  comfortless  one,  and  a  secluded.^^ 

''The  same — ^bis  cell  which  answers  right 
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well  to  such  description — is  scarce  two  miles 
hence,  and  an  hour  will  bring  us  there,  though 
our  pace  were  the  slowest  and  the  moat  careful 
a  sick  Princess  were  ever  borne  withal." 

"  What  if  the  Lady  Bertha's  peril  be  immi- 
nent ?"  said  Roland,  in  whose  mind  that  thought 
overwhelmed  all  others. 

"  Say  it  be  so — which  Heaven  forefend  !" — 
replied  the  Baron,  "  still  our  only  hope  of  aiding 
her  is  in  the  few  remaining  words  of  this  man," 

"  Alas !  noble  sir,  you  are  right,  and  we  must 
care  for  him,  that  such  restoratives  be  applied 
as  may  give  him  strength  to  point  out  to  us 
whither  we  shall  direct  our  footsteps."  So 
saying,  the  Knight  hastened  to  superintend  the 
construction  of  a  litter,  on  which  they  might 
convey  the  patient  to  the  cell  of  Father  Ambrose. 
This  was  speedily  effected,  and  the  Esquire, 
whose  body  seemed  already  a  lump  of  senseless 
earth,  was  placed  thereon  with  all  possible  ten- 
derness. The  litter  was  then  raised  upon  the 
shoulders  of  six  men,  who  were  relieved  at  in- 
tervals, and  preceded   by  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy 


64  THE  PILGRIM  BROTHERS* 

and  the  Knight  of  Montalban,  the  cavalcade 
slowly  commenced  their  march  to  the  lonely 
abode  of  Ambrose  the  Recluse. 

The  two  leaders,  so  widely  separated  by  years^ 
but  so  strongly  bound  to  each  other  by  the  ties 
of  circumstance,  discoursed  by  the  road  on  many 
subjects  deeply  interesting  to  both ;  and  it  will 
easily  be  imagined  that  the  consequence  was  a 
full  and  perfect  conviction  in  the  Baron's  mind  of 
the  innocence,  faith,  and  loyalty  of  Sir  Roland, 
and  of  the  perfidy  and  treachery  which  had  led 
De  Vertain  to  the   commission  of  the  crimes 
now  brought  to  light.     Of  course,  a  circum- 
stantial narrative  of  Roland'^s  escape  from  the 
castle  was  not  omitted,  and  the  Baron  listened 
with   deep  interest  and  many  a  smile  at   the 
readiness  and   ingenuity   displayed    by  Julian 
(whom  we  must  not  forget  to  mention  as  having 
been  already  restored  to  his  favour),  while  the 
young   Knight  told   him   how  they  had  been 
seized  on  the   verge  of  the  forest  by  a   ma- 
rauding party ;  and  how  the  ready-witted  Page, 
with  unabashed  mebj  greeted  their  captors  as 
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friends  and  dear  brothera,  and  forced  the«i  into 
the  belief  that  he  and  his  fellow  pilgrim  were 
powerful,  but  disguised  supporters  of  the  Dau- 
phin :  and  how  the  Knight  himself,  having  re- 
covered his  armour  (wliich  by  chance  he  had 
concealed  the  day  before  in  a  certain  cave  in 
the  foreat),  had  persuaded  the  roving  band  of 
free  companions  to  range  themselves  under  hia 
banner,  promising  to  lead  them  to  a  speedy 
attack  upon  a  certain  wealthy  noble  of  King 
John's  party,  who  was  expected  shortly  to  be 
passing  through  these  forests ;  and  how  he  had 
set  forth  with  more  than  one  sly  and  merry  wink 
at  his  hopeful  and  laughter-loving  adviser, 
obeyed  by  those  who,  could  they  have  disco- 
vered hia  real  views  and  character,  would  in- 
deed have  exacted  a  fearful  obedience  from  him. 
"  It  was  the  bright  scheme  of  niy  good  ally," 
Baid  he,  in  concluding  the  relation  of  his  adven- 
tures, "  to  lead  these  poor  blinded  knaves  on 
till  we  should  come  up  with  the  free  compa- 
nions of  my  brotherly  De  Vertain ;  who,  ^it 
occurred  to  me,  would  ere  long  be  on  tlieir  way 
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to  Dover,  under  his  lieutenant.  And  then, 
diis  merry-loving  gentleman  proposed  that,  niH 
der  pretence  of  reccnmoitrii^,  we  two  should 
steal  away,  leaving  the  parties  to  fight,  or 
Otherwise,  as  they  should  afterwards  incline. 
Little  did  I  wot  whom  I  was  to  behold,  and 
whom  it  should  be  my  happy  lot  to  rescue  from 
the  jaws  of  death,  when  I  talked  of  an  encomi- 
ter.  We  rode  on,  as  I  may  say,  at  a  round 
pace,  I  and  Julian  being  both  mounted  (as  in- 
deed you  may  now  see)  on  two  goodly  steeds, 
the  spoil  of  I  know  not  what  ill-starred  wights, 
who  were  tempted  to  pass  through  the  forest 
last  night;  and  we  rode  almost  in  silence,  till 
the  well  known  sounds  of  battle,  at  some  dis* 
tance,  caused  my  merry  men  to  prick  their  ears* 
We  halted,  and  in  a  few  moments  found  from 
what  quarter  the  shouts  and  clashii^  proceeded. 
Unknowing  what  might  be  the  cause,  and  what 
the  issue  to  us,  I  hesitated : — ^They  urged  me  on 
iieuster  and  more  fast,  until  at  length  we  beheld 
from  a  rising  ground  the  gleaming  of  weapons, 
the  rolling  of  the  tide  of  battle.    I  soon  saw 
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that  no  child's  play  was  carried  on  j  and,  more- 
over, that  the  combat  was  unequal — one  maia- 
tainiag  his  ground  against  great  and  fearful  odds. 
That  was  enough  to  bring  me  down  to  the  res- 
cue; but  how  beat  my  heart  when  I  heard  that 
single  Knight  so  hard  beset,  raising  on  high  the 
well-known  battle  try  of  the  De  Lucy !  With 
Are  in  my  eye,  and  destruction  in  my  arm,  I 
dafihed  rowel  to  flank,  and  bade  them  follow. 
Aheady  two  battle-axes,  wielded  by  no  ordinary 
strength,  were  raised  above  your  crest,  when 
our  near  cry  of '  rescue  !'  happily  made  the  base 
scoundrels  turn: — with  Heaven's  blessing  they 
turned,  but  to  behold  their  unexpected  fate. 
The  rest  you  know.  Sufficeth,  that  the  Saints 
have  this  ^day  been  pleased  to  save,  by  my 
means,   the  life  of  one,  whom   of  all  human 

beings,  nest  to " 

"Tilly  vally,  man,  no  more  on't,"  said  the  old 
man,  "  spare  me  the  neceseity  of  expressing  a  gra- 
titude that  can  only  be  worthily  shown  in  one 
way,  and  also  the  harsh  infliction  of  a  lover's 
ravings ;  moreover,  Sir  Knight,  keep  your  modest 
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blushes  till  you  speak  of  these  matters  to  her — 
and  yet  (this  he  added  with  a  deep  sigh,  that 
showed  how  severe  a  pang  shot  across  his  soul  at 
the  idea  of  her  possible  fate),  who  shall  tell  the 
evil  that  traitor  De  V ertain  may  have  wrought  my 
child,  or  how  soon  you  may  learn  the  destructioii 
of  your  fond  hopes  ? — Oh,  let  me  not  think  rf 
it — 'tis  too  dreadful ;  it  cannot  be — no,  no- 
good  Ejiight,  God  is  merciful — ^trust  we  in  him, 
and  in  the  blessed  Saints,  and  all  may  yet  go 
well" 

Sir  Roland,  too,  sighed  deeply ;  and  such  was 
the  agitation  of  his  mind,  that  he  could  not  reply 
to  the  pious  words  of  the  venerable  Baron,  in 
consequence  of  which  a  silence  of  some  length 
ensued :  it  was  first  broken  by  Sir  Ralph,  who, 
with  a  composure  of  manner  almost  amounting 
to  restored  gaiety,  said,  "  And  so.  Sir  Knight  of 
the  Falcon,  or  Sir  Pilgrim,  or  Sir  follower  of 
Prince  Lewis — for  I  trow  this  morning's  sun 
hath  shone  upon  thee  in  each  of  those  characters 
— and  so,  I  say,  we  have  still  a  double  game  to 
play  with  these  same  marauding  and  rusty  suited 
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gentry — these  unled  free  companioDB,  they  sup- 
posing us  both  to  be  among  the  rebellious  and 
unnatural  sona  of  England,  wlio— — " 

"  Peace,  I  implore  you,  beau  Sire  De  Lucy," 
exclaiaiecl  Roland,  breaking  in  upon  the  old 
Baron's  burst  of  loyalty — "  nay,  I  in  a  sort 
command  you  to  maintain  silence  on  that  head 
(for  being  rescued  by  my  bow  and  spear,  you 
are  for  the  present  under  my  command).  Tis 
one  on  which  an  incautious  word  may  betray  us. 
These  knaves  are  many  in  number,  and  their 
services  are  now  of  unspeakable  value  ;  but  they 
are  the  paid  hirelings  of  the  Dauphin,  and  sum- 
moned hither  by  those  sanoe  rebeUious  Barons  of 
whom  you  speak,  and  in  our  assumed  characters 
we  may  steal  the  services  they  cannot  or  will 
not  give.  Rebellious  and  unnatural  sons  of 
England  let  us  therefore  be,  until  we  are  within 
the  good  walls  of  Chilham :  then  may  we  speak 
our  minds  in  all  license  to  our  good  free  com- 
pany, but  it  shall  be  through  narrow  loop-holes, 
and  over  broad  moats." 

"  Aha,  gentle  Sir — are  you  there  with  your 
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fine  spun  devices/'  said  the  hearty  and  generous 
old  Knight,  "  but  no — we  have  in  truth  seen 
enough  of  such.  Speak  to  these  good  fellows 
we  will,  and  from  the  walls,  if  such  be  your 
pleasure ;  but  by  this  hand,  our  words  shall  not 
tickle  their  ears,  but  their  appetites;  ay,  Sir, 
they  shall  assume  the  soUd  shape  of—" 

**  Cloth-yard  shafts  and  cross-bow  bolts,  you 
would  say,  I  trow,"  exclaimed  Juhan,  whose 
imagination,  like  the  courage  of  the  high  met- 
tled steed,  ever  laboured  to  bring  him  to  the  goal 
before  all  other  competitors  in  the  race.  "  And 
in  sooth  they  are  pretty  picking  for  fighting 
stomachs,  as  Clym  Clencham  would  say." 

The  Baron  looked  thunder  at  the  forward 
Page,  but  contented  himself  with  a  silent  repri- 
mand, in  consideration  of  the  services  lately 
wrought  by  the  offender,  and  continued  as  if  the 
heel  of  his  jest  had  not  been  trodden  upon,  "  I 
say,  in  the  shape  of  tankards  filled  with  mighty 
ale,  and  rations  of  beef  shall  outweigh  their 
scanty  armour.  They  shall  taste  of  our  good 
cheer,  as  I  am  a  belted  Baron !     They  shall 
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quaff  and  carve — foes  though  they  hold  them- 
selves— within  our  very  hall :  then  may  they 
wend  to  thou  who  summoned  them,  and  declare 
hov?  a  loyal  English  Baron  requites  a  kindness, 
e'en  when  done  in  ignomnce.  Oh,  Roland, 
t'were  a  burning  shame  to  dismiss  in  hunger 
and  in  thirst  those  who  have  stood  us  in  such 
good  stead,  and  an  everlasting  reproach  upon 
the  Seneschal  and  the  Cellarer  of  Chilham.  Yes, 
we  will  feast  them,  though  they  were  ten  times 
the  foes  of  England." 


t  • 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  J  called  y*  porter  to  couoBell,* 

Andwrange  hys  necke  in  two. 
And  cast  hym  in  a  depe  dongeoD, 

And  toke  his  keys  bym  fro. 

Now  I  am  porter  say'd  Adam  Bel, 

Se,  brother,  the  keys  are  here, 
Y*  worst  porter  to  merry  Carleile 

They  bare  hade  thys  hundred  yere. 

Old  Bailad. 

From  the  battlements  of  the  western  tower, 
the  Lady  Bertha  and  her  bower-maiden  beheld 
the  departure  of  the  warlike  array  on  their  way 
to  the  Castle  of  Dover. 

For  some  time  after  the  Baron  and  his  two 
Esquires  had  disappeared  in  the  wood  that 
crowned  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river,  the 
Lady  Bertha  continued   to  walk  slowly  and 
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moiinifully  to  and  fro ;  now  buried  in  thought 
and  lost  in  conjectures  upon  the  probable  fate 
of  Sir  Roland,  now  conversing  with  the  loqua- 
cious and  cheerful  Ida  upon  varions  subjects, 
more  or  less  interesting. 

.  The  sun  indeed  had  attained  the  meridian 
height,  ere  a  hint  was  suffered  to  fall  on  either  side 
of  weariness  or  impatience.  At  length  Mistress 
Ida,  whom  all  readers  versed  in  romance  will  in_ 
etinctively  apprehend  to  have  been  of  a  more 
gross  and  earthly  nature  than  her  gentle  lady, 
gave  a  signal  of  lassitude  which  was  not  to  be  mis- 
taken by  the  most  absent  companion;  and,  while 
her  voice  was  yet  affected  by  the  peculiar  into- 
nation consequent  upon  the  unnatural  extension 
of  the  jaws,  she  thus  spoke : — "  I  know  not  how 
time  wings  with  you,  sweet  my  Lady,  but  to  my 
poor  judging,  we  have  kept  watch  here,  and 
strained  our  eyes  after  those  who  at  parting  con- 
descended not  a  single  glance  upon  us,  for  the 
matter  of  four  precious  houre." 

"  Nay,  my  pretty  Ida,"  replied  the  Lady  Ber- 
tha, "  it  is  surely  yet  scarce  the  hour_  of  noon; 
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bot  thoa  weariest  of  thy  watch,  thou  naughty 
warder,  and  wouldst  fain  be  elsewhere.  And  now 
I  do  bethink  me  of  it,  thy  nimble  fingers  must 
itch  to  resume  their  accustomed  rapid  flights 
over  thy  tapestry  frame ;  for  there  are,  if  I  le* 
Biember  aright,  yet  a  few  jewels  to  be  wrought 
into  the  hilt  of  that  feimous  sword  which  hath 
teazed  thy  pretty  eyes,  and  tired  thy  patience 
Ibr  so  many  days  past.'' 

.  ^  Marry  are  there,  my  Lady,^'  said  the  maiden, 
restored  to  her  usual  animation  by  the  mention 
o[  her  favourite  occupation ;  ''  and  when  I  have 
found  leisure  to  add  them,  I  will  make  bold  to 
say  the  renowned  Charlemagne  himself,  were  he 
to  appear  again  in  the  flesh,  would  allow  that 
there  never  was  a  more  faithful  representation  of 
his  housings, and  that  needle  never  caught  more 
rarely  the  trick  of  his  good  sword.*  Why,  yoa 
know  I  have  again  and  again  listened  to  the  ac« 
counts  which  the  talkative  Father  Anselm  so  de« 
lights  to  draw  of  those  glorious  times,  and  I  have 
consulted  daily  his  gay  missal  concemiDg— 
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the  eword  of  Cherlemagne. 


TBB  PILGRIM  BSOraSBS. 


i-S 


:■  But  her  Lady  wag  fain  to  cut  short  the  reca- 
pitulation of  her  various  authorities  upon  this 
profound  topic;  and  as  our  readers  may  haply 
entertain  the  same  opinion,  we  shall  break  off 
the  remainder  of  this  conversation,  and  proceed 
lo  relate  what  happened  shortly  afterwards,  as 
the  two  damsels  were  descending  the  steep  and 
narrow  staircase  that  wound  up  the  tower. 

Tliey  had  reached  the  door  of  the  uppermost 
chamber,  and  were  about  to  continue  tlieir  de- 
scent, when  they  were  startled  by  the  clanking 
of  ch^uns  and  the  heavy  tread  of  the  person  who 
appeared  to  be  burdened  with  them.  Ida  clung 
to  her  mistress,  and  turned  deadly  pale. 

"What  fear  you,  foolish  child?"  said  the 
Lady  Bertha,  who  had  speedily  recovered  her 
composure,  "know  ye  not  this  is  the  guard 
room  of  the  western  tower?  The  prisoner  is 
doubtless  some  careless  warder,  who  is  made  to 
taste  the  shackles,  for  haring  slept  at  his  post^ 
or  indulged  beyond  due  measure  in  the  wina 
can.  Pass  we  on." 
They  accordingly  moved  to  rcBuma  thdr 
b2      .. 


«  V 
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downward  progress,  when  a  voice  called  fiom 
^thin  the  guard-room — ''Hist  there,  ye  who 
whisper  without;  approach,  and  render  me  a 
^ristian  office,  for  which,  may  God  and  the 
faints  reward  you !  It  is  but  to  bid  that  unskil- 
ful knave,  Philip  Brettel,  come  hither  and  loosen 
these  inhuman  manacles.  Tell  him  they  are  tight 
enough  to  squeeze  blood  from  the  wrist  of  a 
Jew  or  an  Infidel,  who  as  all  men  know,  bleed 
not  easily;  say,  will  you  do  mine  errand,  or 
no?" 

• 

«   "As  I  live  tis'  Adam  Turvile!"   exclaimed 
Ida. 

V 

''  The  kind  old  man"  said  the  Lady  Bertha, 
<'who  hath  been  made  to  suffer  in  my  cause  — 
Alas !  'tis  painful  to  see  the  cup  of  our  bitter- 
liess  shared  by  those  who  cannot  hope  to  taste 
the  sweet  we  may  afterwards  drain,  but  whose 
poly  consolation  is,  that  they  have  served  ua 
(aithfully* — Oh,  let  us  do  the  old  man's  errand  ta 
the  best  of  our  power.  Tis  a  small,  a  very  small 
return  for  the  love  he  has  shewn  roe,  and  which. 
^88  brought  him  into  this  strait*^ 
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They  returned  to  the  door  of  the  guard-room^ 
and  Ida,  having  knocked  to  attract  the  attention 
of  the  imprisoned  porter,  informed  him  that  she 
and  a  fellow  servant  waited  bis  bidding.  "A 
thousand  thanks,  Lady-bird,"  replied  old  Adam, 
"and  may  God  'ild  you  for  your  charity !  By  the 
mass,  I  would  two  minutes  freedom  were  mine! 
I  would  therein  give  my  unworthy  successor 
6uch  a  lesson  in  bis  office  as  he  should  not  spec* 
dily  foi^et.  He  knows  no  more  the  degree 
to  which  he  may  fix  a  shackle  bolt  without 
rending  the  flesh,  than  a  aeat  herd  or  a  scullion 
wench."  T 

At  this  moment  the  bower  maiden^s  quick 
eye  fell  upon  a  huge  rusty  key  that  hung  against 
the  wall,  near  the  door.  She  grasped  it  eagerly, 
and,  upon  applying  it  to  the  lock,  found  that  it 
would  fit. 

"  Softly,  fair  Ida,"  exclaimed  the  prisoner,  per* 
ceiving  what  she  was  attempting;  "  I  know  well 
the  key  hangs  without,  but  credit  me  no  good  can 
come  of  opening  the  door,  and  much  evil  may ! 
for  you  cannot  rive  asunder  my  shackles,  and 
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JHnHp  will  not  be  well  pleased  that  tnotlier 
dKnild  have  done  this  office  for  him.^^  .7 

^  We  go  then  to  bid  him  do  it  himself,"  said 
lAt,  as  she  turned  away  from  the  door,  and  t6U 
lowed  her  mistress  down  the  winding  stair.  : 
i^.  ^  Tis  strange/'  said  the  Lady  Bertha,  '*  that 
twice  within  so  short  a  period,  I  should  have  en^ 
countered^  so  unexpectedly^  in  this  very  toweiV 
ihose  who  have  perilled  themselves  in  my  cause; 
It  was  but  yest«r-e'en  that^  passing  the  chamber 
beneath  this/ 1  was  at  once  the  cause  and  victini 
of  a  terrible  alarm,  by  coming  suddenly  upon 
Morice  Durand^  at  a  time  when  I  thought  hint 
ftr  hence  in  the  land  of  Palestine.  And  novr — 
tell  me,  Ida — is  it  not  a  rare  occurrence  that  fi 
prisoner  is  confined  aloft  in  this  tower  V* 

*'  Tis  some  whim  of  your  lordly  Sire's,**  replied 
Ida,  "having  in  it,  I  warrant  me,  no  intent 
beyond  the  fit  o*  th'  moment.  But  what  vidll 
you,  sweet  my  Lady,  that  you  start  thus  ?** 

At  this  moment,  Bertha  had  seized  the  arm  of 
ber  attendant,  and  she  paused  in  her  descent—^ 
Ixnntmg  at  the.  same  time  towards  a  loop-hole 
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above  her  head,  "  Hark,  Ida,"  she  said,  "  heard 
you  nothing?  Methought  a  trumpet  rang  with* 
out — there  again — surely,  a  bugle  note  was  then 
sounded  before  the  portal — a  single  blast — short 
tmd  low — now  again.  Ha !  the  tramp  of  s 
horse,  too,  or  my  ear  deceires  me  greatly — alasi 
what  can  it  mean  at  this  time?'' 

"  Sweetest  Lady,"  replied  the  bower  maidetr, 
"  I  lieard  nothing  save  the  wind  whisthng  through 
this  narrow  loop-hole.  It  cannot  be  that  any 
one  demands  admittance  now ;  and  of  a  surety 
none  will  gain  it  during  my  Lord's  absence — be 
he  knight  or  palmer,  noble  or  pedlar, — But  you 
are  pale,  Lady — your  hand  trembles — entreat 
yon,  take  the  support  of  my  arm,  which,  though 
not  a  strong,  is  a  willing  one." 

"  In  truth,"  said  the  Lady  Bertha,  "  there  is  a 
heaviness  upon  ray  soul  that  I  cannot  shake  off 
— gloomy  forebodings  seem  to  tell  of  evils  soon 
to  befall  me." 

*'  S«eet,  my  Lady,"  said  the  affectionate  Ida, 
"  let  not  these  dark  thoughts  hold  dominion  over 
jou.     True,  we  are  alone  here,  but  the  castle 
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liiralls  are  amply  manned — the  guards  are  faitht 
.fill,  and  my  Lord^s  absence  cannot  be  of  Ions 

duration."  ^ 

'^  Maiden/'  said  Bertha,  in  a  solemn  and  trer 
jnulous  tone  of  voice.  '^  believe  me.  there  ai^ 
(moments  when  a  mysterious  warning  of  coming 
evils  is  given  us ;  yet  so  vaguely  shadowed  forth 
— so  feebly  defined  are  the  feelings  of  terror  with 
which  at  such  times  the  mind  is  oppressed,  that 
we  are  not  even  able  to  form  any  idea  of  their 
nature,  much  less  to  set  forth  a  mode  of  escaping 
from  them." 

"  Nay,  my  gentle  Mistress,*"  said  Ida,  "your 
fears  surely  cause  you  to  see  far  before  the  danr 
^er.  What  though  horsemen  do  wait  without, 
and  even  grant  them  foes — think  you  their  blasts 
will  bring  down  the  drawbridge  or  raise  the  port- 
cullis ?  They  must  be  strangers  in  merry  Kent, 
who  think  to  gain  entrance  against  the  will 
of  those  who  hold  authority  within  the  stout 
walls  of  Chilhara ;  and  in  sooth  you  may  well  be 
deemed  the  Castellan,  your  noble  father  being 
Absent!" 
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"  Alat* !"  replied  Bertha,  "the  darkness  I 
speak  of  apsomes  not  to  me  even  the  ill-defined 
shape  of  a.  cloud :  'tis  hut  a  hazy  mist  that  floats 
before  the  breeze,  nor  rests  a  single  moment  upoa 
one  spot. — In  a  word,  Maiden,  I  dread  some 
impending  evil — what  or  whence  I  know  not," 

They  had  by  this  time  gained  the  Porter's 
turret,  and  Ida  led  the  way  to  the  small  apart- 
ment allotted  to  his  use.  It  was  on  the  second 
story,  and  was  approached  by  a  still  more  narrow 
and  precipitous  stair  than  that  they  had  encoun-, 
tered  in  the  weatera  tower.  The  astonishment 
of  the  two  maidens  was  great,  upon  finding  tha 
porter's  chamber  deserted  by  its  occupant, 
and  the  door  cast  wide  open.  Approaching  the 
table  they  beheld  symptoms  of  confusion,  which 
said  little  for  the  character  of  the  new  porter : 
a  half  em])tied  fla^k  and  drinking  cup  shewed 
that  be  had  not  been  installed  in  his  ofhce  with- 
out the  good  will  of  the  cellarer;  and  a  dagger 
and  battle-axe  lying  on  the  ground,  proved  that 
he  had  left  his  post  either  with  the  purpose  of 
speedily  returning,  or  under  a  sense  of  security 
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Ihat  ill  accorded  with  the  strict  discipline  inldn- 
tamed  by  the  Lord  of  Chilham. 

^^  I  marvel/'  said  Ida,  ''  what  calls  away  the 
knave  from  his  post  thus  unarmed.  He  leaves 
ius  office  to  be  done  by  maids  who  should  not 
look  on  iron,  but  to  turn  pale  thereat.  Beshrew 
Hie,  an  here  be  not  the  key  he  is  wont  tounlock  the 
fttters  withal !  I  Ve  seen  it  in  the  hands  of  old 
Adam.  What  an  we  serve  this  jackanapes  an 
evil  turn   by   loosing  his  piisoner  upon  hinu 

TTwill  teach  him  to But  Jesu  Maria !   what 

see  you  without,  my  Lady  ? — fie  upon  my  foolish 
tongue  I" 

The  Lady  Bertha  had  in  the  meantime  ap* 
preached  one  of  the  deep  and  narrow  recesses 
which  were  made  to  answer  the  double  purpose 
of  loop-holes  and  windows,  and  it  was  with  a 
trembling  hand  that  she  now  pointed  out  to  Ida 
thecauseof  the  alarm  depicted  in  her  countenance. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  moat,  though  within 
the  barbican,  or  fortiBed  outwork,  stood  Philip 
Brettel,  in  ^mest  conversation  with  a  Knight 
in  fiiU  armour^  attended  by  two  men-at-anns. 


TBE  PILGRIM  BROTBEBS.  83 

The  Knight,  whose  face  was  wholly  hidden, 
and  whose  ehield  presented  neither  motto  nor 
device,  was  bending  down  from  his  saddle,  and 
seemed  as  though  he  whispered  in  low  but 
earnest  tones,  and  ui^ed  with  animated  gestures, 
arguments  intended  to  overcome  the  scruplea 
of  the  warder. 

"  Ala^ !  Ida,"  exclaimed  the  Lady  Bertha^ 
with  clasped  hands,  and  raising  her  eyes  to 
Heaven,  "are  not  my  mysterious  feara  realized." 
Tis  Tristan  de  Vertain  who  tampers  with  the 
guardian  of  my  father's  gate  !  Marked  you  not 
that  when  he  set  forth  this  momiiog,  he  wore  a 
plain  Guit,  with  a  table  of  attente,  instead  of  his 
own  armour  and  shield  ?— — Mother  of  Heaven 
protect  us! — his  object  caimot  be  aught  but 
evil : — my  father  absent — the  castle  left  under 
a  slender  guard — the  faithful  Adam  a  prisoner. — 
Alas !  behold  them,  Ida  ! — the  Knigbt  whispers 
to  Philip  yet  more  earnestly. — Now  he  draws 
forth  a  heavy  puree — he  presses  it — the  wretch 
accepts  his  ofl'er. — See,  see,  they  advance — the 
loud  lau>rh  of  De  Veitain  ringshoarse  and  hollow 
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like  a  triumphant  fiend's  beneath  the  arch !  Noir 
be  Heaven  our  aid,  for  the  portcullis  rises — and 
we  are  in  the  power  of  yon  forsworn  Eoiight  !^-^ 
Say,  maiden,  what  course  remams  to  pursue  ? — > 
Ha !  she  too  has  deserted  me — I  am  left  alone 
in  my  misfortune  V*  ; 

It  was  indeed  true,  that  diuring  the  eager 
exclamations  of  the  Lady  Bertha,  the  bower 
maiden  had  left  the  apartment ;  with  what  in-" 
tention  will  hereafter  appear. 

In  an  agony  of  alarm  the  Lady  Bertha  flew 
to  the  closed  door ;  but  in  vain  she  strove  to 
open  it.  Ida  had  drawn  forward  a  bolt  on  the 
outer  side,  and  she  might  even  then  be  heard 
fastening,  in  like  manner,  the  lower  door  which 
opened  upon  the  court-yard. 

The  feelings  of  the  Lady  Bertha  at  this  time 
were  of  a  nature  not  to  be  described.  She 
found  herself  on  a  sudden  made  prisoner  in  the 
castle  of  her  parent.  Her  friend  and  favourite 
had  deserted  her  in  the  moment  of  danger — nay^ 
might  have  taken  part  with  her  enemies,  and  at 
that  moment,  be  ^gaged  in  plotting  her  de? 
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struction.  But  Bertha  de  Lucy  possessed  the 
high  soul  and  the  undaunted  courage  which 
distinguished  her  race,  and  with  every  moment 
of  reflection,  her  energies  became  more  nerved  to 
meet  the  dangers  that  threatened  her.  Reaolving, 
at  least,  not  to  yield  herself  a  prey  to  fear  ere 
yet  she  knew  the  worst  that  could  befal  her, 
she  sat  down  to  await  tlie  issue  of  events. 
Alt  being  eilent  for  some  moments,  she  rose ; 
and,  as  if  motion  would  hurry  on  the  slow 
foot  of  time,  she  began  pacing  rapidly  the 
narrow  chamber  which  had  now  become  her 
prison,  at  times  castiug  an  anxious  glance 
abroad,  and  at  othera  pausing  to  address 
a  short  but  earnest  prayer  to  God  and  her 
patron  Saint. 

On  a  sudden  she  was  startled  by  the  loud 
noise  of  some  peraon  knocking  and  shouting 
without  the  lower  door  of  the  porter's  lodge, 
and  perceiving  that  one  of  the  loop-holes  was 
immediately  above  the  spot  whence  the  sounds 
proceeded,  she  flew  towards  it,  and  was  tlience 
enabled  to  discover  the  cause.     Before  tiie  doov 
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stood  PfaiUp  Brettely  the  porter,  in  evident  bup^ 
fme  at  not  being  able  to  gain  admission  to  hii 
post  His  anger  appeared  to  have  risen  to  its 
utmost  pitch,  if  indeed  its  tide  had  not  akeady 
turned;  for  he  had  abandoned  the  attempt  of 
forcing  the  door  open,  and  he  had  ceased  to 
exert  his  Imigs  beyond  their  usnal  tone:  in 
diort,  he  now  contented  himself  with  applyii^ 
his  ear  to  vaiioiis  chinks  in  the  thick  oak,  and 
with  peering  anxiously  at  the  loop-holes,  as  if 
seeking  to  discover  the  enemy  who  had  so  un- 
ceremoniously invested  his  fortress.  Failing,  how- 
ever,, to  satisfy  himself  upon  this  point,  he 
shcHTtly  departed,  casting  back  many  jealonS 
glances  and  half  uttered  curses,  as  he  strode 
across  the  court. 

Scarcely  was  the  porter  lost  to  the  view  of 
Bertha,  having  passed  through  a  wicket  gate  in 
the  inner  wall,  when  Ida  rushed  out  from  an- 
other tower  in  the  same  direction;  and,  to  th^ 
imgpeakable  reUef  and  joy  of  her  mistress^ 
bounded  towards  the  porter's  lodge,  drew  forth 
t  key,  and  both  doons  having  eanly  yielded  i0 
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ber  hand,  sprang  into  the  apartment,  though 
breatliless  and  for  some  moments  unable  to 
alter  a  word. 

"  Speak  Ida,  I  conjure  thee,"  exclaimed  the 
Lady  Bertha,  "  what  means  all  this — what  is 
to  be  the  end  of  it  ? " 

"  Alack  the  day ! "  said  the  maiden,  when  she 
had  somewhat  regained  the  power  of  respiration, 
"  evil  was  the  moment  in  which  my  dear  mas- 
to  wended  him  to  Dover,  leaving  his  child  in 
this  lonely  castle,  guarded  by  traitors,  who  are 
in  league  with  his  enemies.  Well  said  you, 
Bweet  Lady,  misfortune  should  come  upon  yoa 
this  day;  for  when  did  good  follow  the  stealthy 
footstepa  of  Tristan  de  Vertain  ?" 

"  Oh  keep  roe  not  in  this  cruel  suspense," 
exclaimed  Bertha,  "  tell  me  of  this  insolent 
Knight,  who  dares  to  tamper  with  my  father's 
vassals.  What  seeks  he  that  he  dares  thus  steal 
into  the  stronghold  of  the  De  Lucy — wJiat  dark 
plot  has  he  in  hand — what  evil  passion  urges 
him  hither?" 

With  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  casting  many  aa 
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unquiet  glance  from  the  loop-hole,  the  bowtf 
maiden  replied,  '^  In  few  words,  dearest  kdy^majit 
I  comprise  the  narration  of  much  that  I  have  seeOf' 
much  that  I  have  learnt,  and  much  that  I  hliTe 
done.    The  wretch,  Philip  Brettel,  is  a  traitor  oi 
the  deepest  die.    He  is  abetted  by  others  in  thai 
castle,  and  De  Vertain  looks  that  his   pliins 
should  meet  with  good  and  able  support  fiom 
all  here.     He  comes,  as  he  says,  to  convey  yotf 
to  your  father  at  Dover ;  but,  sweetest  lady,  go 
not  with  him — you  must  not — shall  not  accom* 
pany  that  foul  Knight — rather  must  you  aban* 
don — start  not  at  the  thought — abandon,  I  say, 
the  walls  of  your  ancestors,  and  implore  aid  at  the 
hands  of  strangers.    Not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost* 
He  even  now  seeks  you  in  haste  and  ill-con- 
cealed wrath :  but  again  I  implore  you,  trust 
not.    Treachery  lurks  in  his  fierce  eye,  hypo- 
crisy is  on  his  lips,  and  my  existence  on  it,  his 
purpose  is  a  foul  one.     No  single  token  does  he 
bring  from  your  father,  and  the  very  mode  of 
his  entering  speaks  most  powerfully  against 
him.    Oh,  when  I  think  on  what  hath  already 
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passed  between  him  and  you,  I  shudder  at  the 
fate  he  probably  designs  you.  Be  guided  then 
by  me — place  your  safety  in  the  hands  of  your 
faithful  Ida  and  those  friends  for  vfhose  fidelity 
she  will  vouch  as  for  her  own.  The  step  I  pro- 
pose is  desperate— but  less  so  than  to  await  the 
certain  dangers  that  threaten  you  here.  Listen 
to  my  scheme  !  Old  Adam  is  at  liberty,  and  is 
even  now  preparing  for  your  flight :  he  will  ere 
long  be  here  with  Giraud  the  Minstrel,  to  offer 
you  the  means  of  escape  ;  your  palfrey  is  swift 
of  foot  and  unfailing  in  wind." 

"  But  whither — to  whom  shall  I  fly,"  said  the 
Lady  Bertha,  clasping  her  hands  in  agony,  and 
raising  her  beautiful  eyes  piteously  to  Heaven. 
"  Too  well,  alas!  do  I  see  the  extent  of  the 
dangers  that  drive  me  hence ;  but  how  am  I 
assured  of  safety  where  you  plan  my  refuge  ? " 

"  Ida  pointed  to  the  court,  and  without 
answering  directly  the  affecting  question  of  her 
Lady,  said  with  much  emphasis,  and  in  a  confi- 
dent tone  of  voice,  "  Behold  who  are  your  coo' 
ductors.     Methinks  you  will  aay  there   is  no 
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caiise  of  fear  for  a  daughter  of  the  De  Luc^ 
while  life  remains  to  Adam  Turvile  and  Giraud 
de  Casalon.^ 

The  Lady  Bertha  looked  forth,  and  beheld 
the  two  £uthfal  friends,  named  by  her  bower 
maiden,  cautiously,  but  rapidly  approaching  the 
tower.  They  led  between  them  her  palfirey 
ready  saddled,  and  they  were  followed  by  a 
groom  with  two  powerful  steeds,  lightly  ac* 
coutered,  as  for  a  rapid  journey. 

*'  All  is  prosperous,"  said  the  Minstrel,  as  he 
halted  beneath  the  loop-hole,  "  but  we  may  not 
delay  a  single  instant;  Lady,  I  have  seen  Sir 
Tristan,  and  credit  me,  you  were  better  in  the 
power  of  a  famished  wolf,  than  in  his.  I  have 
provided  him  with  employment  for  the  presentf 
having  left  him  in  discourse  with  Cly m  Clencham , 
the  captain  of  the  archers ;  a  true  man,  and  one 
as  a  ready  wit  withal,  who  will  contrive  to 
wrangle  with  my  sweet  ELnight,  and  keep  him 
in  play,  till  we  have  set  a  mile  or  better  between 
our  horses'  heels  and  the  castle." 

''  We  shall  ihea  to  Dover/'  said  the  Lad; 
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Bertha,  who  saw  tlie  urgent  necessity  for  throw- 
uig  Iierself  upontlie  protection  of  the  friends  who 
had  thus  unexpectedly  come  to  her  relief, 

"  Ay,  good  my  Lady,"  replied  Adam,  "  where 
your  noble  father  wilt  doubtless  have  arrived 
ere  tliis ;  and  when  he  tells  us  whether  or  no  we 
have  done  him  good  service,  he  will  perchance 
determine  who  is  to  retain  the  command  in  his 
porter's  lodge — the  seeming,  or  the  real  traitor. ) 

"  Prithee,  good  Master  Adam,"  said  the  Min- 
strel, impatiently,  "  a  truce  with  thine  own 
foolish  concerns.  A  hair  of  the  Lady  Bertha's 
head  is  more  precious  than  the  lives  of  a  thou- 
sand loquacious  porters,  be  they  in  or  out  of 
command.  Now,  therefore,  bestow  on  us  but  one 
cast  of  thine  ancient  office,  by  raising  the  port- 
cullis— the  draw-bridge  I  see  is  already  down — 
and  then  with  all  speed  doff  the  staid  and 
clownish  bearing  of  a  porter,  and  shine  forth  in 
thy  new  occupation  of  a  squire  of  dames  and 
damosets," 

"  Which  new  occupation.  Sir  Minstrel,"  said 
Adam,  "  is  aa  little  suited  to  my  years  as  to  thy 
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clerkly  and  peaceful  habits.  But  we  were  in* 
deed  unworthy  knaves  not  to  peril  life  and  limb 
in  such  a  cause  as  now  summons  us  to  acticHi.". 

By  this  time  the  Lady  Bertha  and  her  bower 
maiden  had  descended  from  the  turret,  and 
Adam  hastened  to  raise  the  weighty  portcullis 
with  as  little  noise  as  possible.  The  Minstrd 
assisted  the  fair  fugitive  to  mount  her  palfrey 
with  as  much  skill  and  alacrity  as  might  be  ex«* 
pected  from  one  who  had  lived  for  three  score  of 
years  without  ever  being  called  upon  to  perform 
that  office,  and  then  raised  himself  into  his  own 
saddle,  as  the  chief  porter  facetiously  observed,  in 
the  hope  of  remaining  there  till  he  came  down 
again.  ^ 

The  two  aged  Esquires  rode  towards  the  gat^ 
while  their  charge  hung  back  to  bid  adieu  to 
her  sorrowing  bower-maiden.  "  Farewell,  dear 
one,''  she  said,  "  may  we  meet  again  in  happier 
moments !  Send  with  me  your  prayers,  and  let 
not  your  heart  sink  within  you — ^my  father  shall 
speedily  send  relief  to  the  castle." 

*'  Farewell,  my  kind  and  gentle  mistress/J 
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replied  the  weeping  maiden,  "  much  it  grievea 
me  to  part  with  you,  but  I  should  be  a  useless 
encumbrance.  For  myself,  I  have  no  fears — 
scarce  a  tliought.  I  bless  Heaven  that  I  be- 
hold you  with  those  whose  hearts  beat  but  for 
you,  and  those  justly  dear  to  you."  The  affec- 
tionate creature  kiaeed  tlie  hand  which  her  Lady 
in  silence  held  out  to  her,  and  as  the  easy-paced 
palfrey  dashed  forward  at  a  rapid  pace,  she 
ascended  with  a  full  heart  the  winding  stair  of 
the  turret.  In  a  few  moments  she  had  gained 
the  battlements,  where  she  remained,  watching 
the  progress  of  the  fugitives  as  they  urged  their 
horses  at  full  speed  down  to  the  river's  side. 
She  beheld  them  cross  the  ford  in  perfect  safety, 
though  at  first  her  alarm  was  greatly  excited  by 
the  disinclination  which  Bertha's  spirited  jennet 
evinced  to  take  the  water.  Her  anxious  gaze 
then  followed  their  rapid  progress  up  the  oppo- 
site hill,  till  they  wholly  disappeared  in  the 
dark  wood  which  crowned  its  summit. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


fiQt  Still  as  wilder  blew  tlie  wind. 

And  as  the  night  grew  drearer, 
Adown  the  glen  rode  armed  men. 

Their  trampling  sounded  nearer. 

Campbbu.. 

With  unabated  speed  the  fugitive  party  coo-^ 
tinued  to  follow  the  exact  jjath  which  had  a  few 
hours  since  been  traversed  by  the  martial  array 
of  Sir  Ralph  De  Lucy :  but  it  very  soon  becama 
evident  their  horses  could  not  long  support  a 
pace  so  unusually  rapid.  The  Minstrel  (whom 
Adam  allowed  with  equal  candour  and  modes^ 
to  be  as  superior  to  himself  in  council  as  he  was 
inferior  in  action)  called  the  attention  of  the 
party  to  this  circumstance,  and  represented  to 
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his  fellow  Squire  that,  considering  the  length  of 
the  journey  which  lay  before  them,  it  would  be 
advisable  to  spare  the  strength  of  their  steeds 
DDtil  it  was  actually  needed.  At  this  hint  from 
the  man  of  council,  the  man  of  action  drew  up 
under  a  group  of  lofty  oaks,  which,  growing  upon 
a  gentle  knoll,  promised  them  at  once  a  secure 
retreat,  and  such  an  extended  view  of  the  coun- 
try tliey  had  traversed,  that  nothing  could  ap- 
proach without  being  seeu  at  a  considerable 
distance.  The  Minstrel,  carefully  taking  the 
rein  of  his  fair  charge,  dismounted  from  his  owa 
steed :  and  the  Lady  Bertha  could  scarcely  re- 
strain a  smile  as  she  observed  with  what  alacrity 
ber  gallant  Squire  extricated  himself  from  his 
uneasy  scat,  and  how  quickly  the  natural  hue 
was  restored  to  his  check  by  the  conscbusuess 
of  having  one  more  regained  his  accostoraed 
fooling  on  the  firm  earth. 

Meanwhile,  Adam  Tiirvile  stationed  himself 
half  way  down  the  knoll,  keeping  his  eye  fixed 
in  the  direction  of  the  castle,  and  causing  his 
horse  to  pace  backwards  and  forwards  as  though 


i'V 


I 


96  THE  PXLOBIM  BBOTHBRS. 

ttie  creature  were  as  much  troubled  in  spirit  us. 
its  rider ;  from  time  to  time,  also,  he  ftddresaed 
an  entreaty  to  bis  sage  counsellor,  the  Minstrel, 
that  he  would  keep  himself  in  readinesa  to  start 
at  a  moment's  warning. 

i   As  thus  they  snatched  a  few  minutes  of  rest, 
the  Lady  Bertha,  whose  thoughts  still  reverted 
to  the  fate  of  her  absent  Knight,  beckoned  the 
Minstrel  to  approach  her,  and  bending  from  her 
saddle,  said,  **  I  have  already  been  informed  of 
the  duty  on  which  you  were  yesternight  sent  by 
the  noble  and  courteous  Knight  from  whom  we 
now  fly ;  but  I  have  yet  to  learn,  good  Sir  Min- 
atrel,  and  I  would  feign  hear  it  from  your  own 
lips,  how  it  came  to  pass  that  you  stayed  about 
Sir  Tristan's  person,  when  you  should  have  been 
on  your  way  to  England  with  that  token  you 
tfoi  of?     Surely  De  Vertain's  purpose  would 
have  been  best  answered  by  the  fulfilment  of 
his  orders ;  and  he  meant  you  to  instil  his  dire 
poison  into  my  ears." 

I   **  You  say  well.  Lady,  and  as  it  chanced.  Sir 
Tristan  was  as  little  aware  of  my  presence  in  Pa* 
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Icstine  as  was  Sir  Roland  of  his ;  but  I  had  ob- 
tained a  tolerable  insight  into  the  schemes  of  my 
new  master,  and  that  insight  taught  me  that  I 
could  better  serve  my  real  Lord  by  tarrying  for 
a  season  in  the  tent  of  his  foe  than  by  hastening 
to  England,  while  danger  was  hanging  over  him 
from  the  hand  of  that  enemy.  With  this  intent 
I  disguised  myself  as  an  eastern  slave,  and  con- 
trived to  be  enrolled  in  the  train  of  Sir  Tristan. 
I  speedily  recommended  myself  to  his  notice, 
and  became  much  trusted,  and  was  allowed  to 
be  constantly  about  his  person,  insomuch  that  I 
have  more  than  once  narrowly  escaped  detec- 
tion ;  for  the  wicked  are  more  suspicious  than 
other  men,  and  few  can  avoid  the  penetration  of 
De  Vertain,  Heaven  and  earth  '.  I  would  have 
Bold  my  life  for  a  jougleur's  viol,  had  he  once 
suspected  who  I  was ;  but  to  this  moment  he 
has  not.  My  end  was  answered  ;  for  I  watched 
his  every  motion,  and  knowing  as  I  did  the  chief 
spring,  I  divined  all  his  purposes.  Oh  !  I  have 
heard — I  have  seen  such  things ! — Listen,  Lady 
—you  will  perchance  scarce  aflbrd  me  credencs 

TOL.  II.  F 
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I  tAl  TOO  that  the  combat  at    Ptole* 
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Whatever  disdosare  the  Minstrel  had  pur* 
poaed  makmgy  was  here  interrapted  by  a  loud 
dMWit  fiom  the  watchful  Adam — **  To  horse.  Sir 
Mmstrd  !*'  he  died — **  to  horse,  I  say !  leave 
Wkj  Lady's  rein,  she  needs  not  your  officious 
hand — the  less  so  that  it  is  somewhat  unsteady. 
To  your  saddle,  as  quickly  as  may  be : — ^we  have 
yet  time  enough,  as  there  is  a  full  mile  between 
us  and  those  who  pursue.  I  see  as  yet,  indeed, 
huA  one  tKXSGaoan — he  has  reached  the  brow  of 
the  ascent — he  looks  back — now  he  raises  his 
mailed  arm — surely  the  others  cannot  be  fieur  be- 
hind. Soft, — he  has  drawn  bridle  beneath  yon 
tall  oak  tree.  Now,  by  heaven's  light !  I  know 
him  for  De  Vertain.  Even  thus  afar  his  bulky 
fonod  is  not  to  be  mistaken,  albeit  he  bears  not 
his  griffin  crest,  and  his  shield  is  a  plain  table 
of  atiente,  as  I  can  see  from  the  glancing  of  the 
sun's  rays.  His  goodly  steed,  too,  I  could  tell 
amid  a  thousand — he  was  a  present  fitHU  the 
Kii^. — ^But  by  all  the  saints  we  are  seen — he 
bends  forward — he  dashes  spur  to  flank-«^e 
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waves  his  sword  on  high — he  presses  forward. — 
Now  all  good  angels  befriend  us,  for  we  shall 
scarce  see  Dover  before  lie  is  upon  us." 

"  Tush,  good  fellow,"  said  Giraud,  who  had  by 
this  time  scrambled  into  his  saddle,  "  think,  not 
of  Dover, — 'twere  a  vain  attempt,  but  Ibten  a 
moment, — know  you  the  cell  of  Walfsholme?" 

"  Ha !  'tis  a  good  thought  of  thine,  sage  coun- 
sellor ;  the  cell  will  aflbrd  ua  a  safe  retreat,  and 
truly  in  this  streight,  the  best  we  can  look  for. 
But  the  approach,  good  Minstrel " 

"  Is  difficult,  as  I  well  know,"  said  Giraud, 
"since,  to  avoid  observation,  as  well  as  to  save 
time,  we  must  ascend  the  rock  on  the  north 
side,  and  so  cross  the  brook  by  the  bridge 
above  the  fall.  The  path  is  intricate  and  withal 
dangerous,  but  our  peril  is  great :  now  spur  we 
forward,  and  make  we  for  the  cell  with  what 
haste  we  may.  We  have  yet  some  distance 
to  measure  along  tlie  main  road  which  De 
Vertain  will  doubtless  hold  on ;  but  the  first 
glade  crossing  the  path  brings  us  to  ground  bo 
broken,  and  ways  bo  concealed,  that  a  gaze 
f2 
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hound  fhall  loie  bw  prey  in  it  n  he  fidl  bat 
ytfd  behind.    Is  it  your  pleasme  that 
this  cxmtfse,  lady  V* 

To  year  guidance  have  I  eotnisted  myseU^** 
the  Lady  Bertha,  ^  lead  me  whither  jok 
lift:  but  be  assured,  my  good  fiienda^  that 
whether  you  succeed  in  reaching  a  place  of 
aafetyi  or  whether  you  shed  your  hearts'  Uood 
in  my  defence,  the  gratitude  of  the  De  Lucy 
shall  remain  for  ever  to  you  and  yours." 

The  fugitives  again  set  forward  at  full  speed, 
Oiraud  leading  the  way,  and  Adam  hanging  a 
little  in  the  rear. 

**  Praised  be  the  Saints,  we  are  now  at  the 
patli,^  exclaimed  the  former,  as  he  drew  up  un- 
der a  lofty  oak ;  "  prithee,  say  whether  the  pur- 
suers are  in  view,  master  Adam.*^ 

"  No,"  replied  the  latter,  *'  not  a  spear  nor  a 
battle-axe  do  I  descry.  We  shall  turn  into  the 
forest  path  unseen  by  our  foes,  who  will  never 
attempt  so  intricate  a  way. — We  may  here  ac- 
count ourselves  safe." 

They  were  now  plunging  into  the  depths  of 
the  foresti  for  the  path  leading  to  the  cell  of 
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WalFaholme  was  one  so  seldom  traversed,  that 
little  pains  had  been  bestowed  towards  render- 
ing it  free  from  the  obstructions  incident  to  an 
ordinary  foot  path  :  indeed  it  was  so  little  used, 
even  for  the  latter  purpose,  that  the  track  of  the 
wild  deer  was  more  frequently  left  on  its  damp 
greensward  than  the  print  of  man's  footsteps. 
The  sweeping  boughs  of  the  more  ancient  forest 
trees  and  the  topmast  branches  of  the  younger 
scions  had  been  suffered  to  meet  overhead,  till 
they  had  become  as  closely  interwoven  as  if  the 
hand  of  art  had  directe<l  them ;  and  although 
the  impenetrable  lattice  which  they  formed, 
might  have  afforded  a  pleasant  retreat  to  pe- 
destrians, from  the  fiery  heat  of  the  summer  sun, 
they  presented  veiy  serious  obstacles  to  our 
mounted  fugitives,  who  were  obliged  to  halt 
frequently,  and  hew  down  or  move  aside  the 
overhanging  branches,  and  even  at  times  to  dis- 
mount and  raise  the  boughs,  while  their  horses 
passed  beneath. 

This  being  the  nature  of  their  path,  it  will  not 
appear  wonderful  that  their  progress  through 
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the  woodland  tract  which  they  had  to  trayerae^ 
was  slow,  much  more  so,  indeed,  than  either  c^ 
the  gentle  Squires  could  hare  anticipated.    The 
joy  of  the  whole  party  was  very  great,  when^ 
after  having  wrought  like  the  pioneers  of  an  invBd«» 
ing  army  for  upwards  of  an  hour,  they  emerged 
ftom  the  forest,  upon  the  bank  of  a  small  streanu 
For  some  distance,  the  ground  between  the 
rivulet  and  the  wood  which  crowned  its  gently 
rinng  bank,  was  open  and  covered  with  verdure; 
but,  as  the  acclivity  which  they  were  now  as* 
cending  increased  in  steepness,  the  space  be- 
came gradually  narrower,  till  at  length  it  as- 
Bumed  the  appearance  of  a  mere  footpath,  which 
wound  along  the  small  glen  of  Walfsholme; 
As  they  dived  deeper  into  the  glen,  each  step 
bringing  them  higher  above  the  stream,  which 
now  began  to  tumble   foaming  and  dashing 
over  a  rocky  and  narrow  bed,  the  path  became 
more  broken,  and  the  sides  more  rugged  and 
more  thickly  clothed  with  underwood.    Along 
this  dangerous  way  did  Adam  Turvile  conduct 
biB  precious  charge,  keeping  his  own  horse  at 
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the  lowest  possible  pace,  that  he  might  afford 
the  Lady  Bertha's  palfrey  every  chance  of  main- 
taining a  firm  footing.  The  Minstrel  followed, 
and  watched  with  alarui  every  motion  of  the  slight 
and  springy  jennet,  as  its  foot  fell  now  upon 
BOme  rolling  pebble,  and  now  upon  the  wet  and 
slippery  rock,  in  a  manner  that  threatened  to 
precipitate  both  itself  and  ita  rider  into  the 
brawling  torrent  beneath.  It  was  with  feelings 
of  joy  and  gratitude  that  Bertha  at  length  be- 
held her  guide  stop  short  and  dismount  from 
his  horse,  declaring  that  they  had  now  overcome 
the  chief  difficulties  of  their  undertaking. 

l^ie  spot  at  which  he  halted  could  not  be 
likened  to  any  thing  so  well  as  to  a  gallery 
hewn  out  of  the  solid  bed  of  the  rock,  of  such 
space  as  to  allow  three  or  four  horses  to  stand 
easily  together.  It  was  nearly  an  hundred  feet 
above  the  bed  of  the  torrent,  which,  being,  a  little 
higher  up,  pent  between  perpendicular  rocks, 
dashed  black  and  foaming  over  a  rapid  fall. 
Across  the  chasm,  and  immediately  over  the 
cascade,  was  thrown  a  nide  and  fragile  bridge, 
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by  which  it  was  evident  they  must  pass  to  the 
opposite  side,  as  the  path  they  had  hitherto 
held  terminated  abruptly  at  the  gallery  in  the 
rock. 

.  Haying  secured  the  horses  by  a  ring,  the 
two  Squires,  of  whom  Adam  still  showed 
himself  the  most  expert,  assisted  the  Lady 
Bertha  to  cross  the  tottering  planks  whicln 
formed  the  bridge.  This  being  safely  accom- 
plished, they  found  before  them  a  flight  of  steps 
roughly  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  down  the  steep 
side  of  which  they  were  made  to  wind  irregularly* 
These  they  soon  descended,  and  upon  turning 
a  sharp  projecting  angle  of  the  rock,  they  be- 
held the  little  spring,  which,  having  in  days  of 
yore,  by  the  blessiug  of  the  good  Saint  Rede-* 
gund  eflected  some  marvellous  cure,  had  givea 
the  cave  of  Walfsholme  its  character  for  sanc^ 
tity  with  future  generations.  The  spring  which 
gushed  from  a  fissure  in  the  rock,  poured  its 
clear  waters  into  a  basin  constructed  of  un- 
hewn stones  loosely  piled  together,  and  was 
protected  by  a  small  arch  of  no  very  accurate 
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dimensions.  Doubtless,  the  architect  had  been 
some  early  object  of  Saint  Tledegund'a  bounty, 
more  imbued  witli  religious  zeal  than  with  a 
knowledge  of  the  rules  of  art;  for  through  the 
unfilled  cavities  of  the  basin  the  water  oozed 
forth ;  and  having  gradually  worn  for  itself  a 
bed  over  the  moss-grown  rocks,  it  trickled 
down,  and  fell  plashing  into  the  stream  below. 

"  Here,  indeed,  we  may  find  safety  and  such 
repose  as  we  need  after  the  toils  we  have  gone 
through,"  said  Bertha,  with  a  joyful  counte- 
nance, as  she  beheld  the  door  which  opened  into 
the  cell  of  Walfsholme,  and  her  mind  involun- 
tarily reverted  to  the  dangers  and  difficulties  she 
had  encountered  to  attain  it — "  And,  I  think, 
my  friends,  we  cannot  too  quickly  learn  from 
the  holy  father,  whose  sanctuary  we  have  en- 
tered, whether  we  are  welcome  visiters.  Shall 
we  not  advance,  good  M  instrel  ? " 

"  We  are  bound  to  obey  your  orders  in  all 
things,  gentle  Lady,"  replied  De  Casalon, 
"  natheless  I  would  suggest  that  some  degree 
of  caution — haply  even  of  ceremony,  should  be 
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vfled  in  entering  the  cell  of  the  holy  lediiBe. 
Some  men  love  not  unannomiced  guests,  be 
they  laymen,  or  sons  of  holy  church ;  moreover 
it  must  now  be  about  the  hour  of  nones,  and 
mt  it  were,  indeed,  to  interrupt  the  canonical 
occupation  of  so  devout  an  Anchoret.'' 

^  You  say  well,  Master  Giraud,"  said  Adam, 
'*  but  since  it  would  doubtless  afflict  the  good 
hermit  to  know  that  three  wayfarers,  and  one  of 
them  a  weak  woman,  stood  without  his  cell 
weary  and  an  hungered,  while  his  devout  occib- 
petions  suffered  him  not  to  rise  and  welcome 
them,  I  pray  you  lead  on,  and  burden  not  his 
soul  with  this  sin  of  uncharitableness,  for  the 
which  he  will  doubtless  be  called  upon  to  bA* 
minister  an  increase  of  stripes,  and  to  undergo 
Bnwonted  bodily  mortification/' 

Silently,  and  with  cautious  footsteps,  the 
Minstrel  led  the  way,  and  in  like  manner  was 
followed  by  the  Lady  Bertha  and  the  Porter. 
When  they  first  passed  through  the  door,  all 
Ivithin  seemed  dark  ;  but  it  was  only  in  conse-* 
quence  of  the  sudden  change  of  light ;  for  half 


THE  PILQRIU  BBOTHEBS.  107 

way  down  the  cavem,  which  was  merely  a  sort 
of  ante-chamber  leading  ta  the  chapel,  an  iron 
lamp  was  suspended  from  the  roof.  Its  dim 
rays  served  to  show  that  the  further  end  of  the 
cavem  was  fumisliedwith  a  door,  corresponding 
to  that  by  which  they  had  entered.  This  se- 
cond door  was  ajar,  and  when  they  pushed  it 
open,  they  were  greatly  surprised  at  hearing  in 
the  adjoining  cell  (which  the  hermit  used  as  his 
dormitory)  a  confused  sound  as  of  many  voices 
in  conversation.  Their  discourse,  though  low, 
and  indistinctly  heard,  by  reason  of  the  great 
thickness  of  the  door,  was  evidently  not  raised 
in  the  accents  of  prayer :  it  seemed  rather  to 
partake  of  the  character  of  a  discussion,  for  the 
voices  rose  and  fell  suddenly,  and  swelled  in 
number,  as  if  opinions  clashed,  or  were  ap- 
plauded. 

The  Lady  Bertha  tume<l  deadly  pale — a 
thousand  undefined  fears  rushed  across  her 
mind,  of  lawless  marauders  and  cruel  free  com- 
panions— and  worst  of  all — the  possibility  of 
again  falling  into  the  power  of  Sir  Tristan.     Nor 
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,        ^  '^    jn  from  the  coun- 
iised  in  entenng  the  ce'  /  ,  , 

^     '       Jers,  who  not  only 
Some  men  love  not// 

/  '  iC  reception  they  might 
they  laymen,  or  tonr/,  J  , 

,       ../  /  4OU8  party  m  the  further 

it  muBt  now  be  r ;  ,  r      i        •     ^v 
;  /.dch  ground  for  alarm  m  the 

sin  it  were,  mc/  ,  .    .1    iv.xi     i.      1 

. ,     chat  reigned  m  the  little  chapel 
occapeiioiL  cxf 

•  ' ,  now  stood. 

^  ..••  efident  that  this  portion  of  the  henm- 
^        f  JjUdf  lately  received  visiters  of  a  more  secu- 
^^position,  and  had  been  the  scene  of  less 
/^cal  doings,  than  was  consistent  witli  the 
T^wn  sanctity  of  the  hermit  of  Walfsholme. 
fbe  lamp  had  been  removed  by  some  sacrile- 
/   ^us  haiuls  from  its  usual  place,  and  now  lay 
upon  the  stone  floor  among  several  fragments  of 
armour  stained  with  purple  gore.    Two  double- 
handed  swords^  still  reeking  with  blood,  together 
witli  a  battle-axe   of  prodigious  weight,  were 
thrown  into  one  corner,  and  in  another  lay  an 
overturned  stone  pitcher,  from  the  broken  mouth 
of  which  the  contents  were  even  now  running 
upon  the  ground. 

The  Minstrel  had,  in  the  mean  time,  ap 
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proached  the  door,  and  he  whispered  to  the  Lady 
Bertha.  "  There  has  been  a  silence  of  many 
moments — it  portends  something — hark  !  a  sin- 
gle voice  now  breaks  it — let  us  listen." 

The  accents  which  now  reached  them  ap- 
peared to  express  great  bodily  pain  in  the 
speaker,  for  they  were  evidently  uttered  with 
difficulty,  and  were  ever  and  anon  interrnpted 
by  hollow  groans  and  deep  drawn  sighs.  Anxi- 
ous to  lean]  the  cause  of  a  circumstance  so  un- 
common in  the  cell  of  this  secluded  Anchoret, 
De  Casalon  softly  drew  open  the  door  through 
which  the  sound  proceeded;  he  started  back, 
but  no  alarm  was  depicted  in  his  countenance ; 
on  the  contraiy,  he  eagerly  beckoned  the  Lady 
Bertha  to  approach,  and  making  a  sign  of 
silence  and  caution,  he  pointed  lo  the  cell  within. 
A  scene  was  now  presented  to  the  Lady  of  Chil- 
ham,  the  sight  of  which  had  well  nigh  overcome 
all  her  self  possession ;  but  her  mastery  over  her 
feelings  was  great,  and  violent  as  they  were,  in- 
asmuch  that  they  shook  her  whole  frame,  and 
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obliged  her  to  lean  for  sapport  upon  the  arm  of 
tiie  Minstrely  abe  gave  them  not  ntterance,  bat 
remained  a  silent^  though  deeply  mored^  obaer* 
ver  of  what  was  passing  before  hen 
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Itemone — she  ne'er  forsalieB  ol ; 
A  blood-boaiid  itumch,  she  (neks  out  onward  aMp, 
Uabeard,  psrchanco,  uotil  some  cross  hath  lamed  lu, 
And  mBiied  our  liopo  orcombat  and  reward — 
Then  mut  wa  listen  to  bel  deep-moutlied  ba;. 

Old  Play, 


On  the  rude  hard  pallet  of  the  Anchoret  waa 
Etretclied  Black  Guilbert,  the  Esquire  of  Tris- 
tan de  Vertain.  He  had  juat  recovered  fram  a 
Gwoon,  and  with  a  mien  which  agony  had  dis- 
torted beyond  its  wonted  hideous  expression, 
was  trying  to  give  utterance  to  the  tlioughU 
which  troubled  bis  soul  in  these  his  last  dark 
aioments.  Beside  him  knelt  the  venerable  Am- 
brose, bathing  his  temples,  and  moistening  hia 
parched  lips  with  some  coot  lii^uid.     On  either 
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side  of  the  couch  stood  the  Baron  of  Chilham 
and  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban,  the  attitude  of 
both,  as  well  as  the  expression  of  their  counte- 
nances, betokening  intense  interest  in  the  words 
of  the  dying  man.    Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy   had 
doffed  his  helmet,  but  his  corslet  bore  bloody 
traces  of  the  attack  he  had  sustained :    as  did 
also  his  mantle,  which  was  moreover  as  much 
rent  and  hacked  as  if  it  had  been  some  banner 
stoutly  contended   for   by  many  combatants. 
The  young  Knight  of  Montalban  was  at  this 
moment  leaning  over  the  Esquire's  head,  and 
the  contrast  between  his  noble  mien  and  open 
features,  and  the  ferocious  distorted  countenance 
of  Black  Guilbert,  was  such  as  the  Minstrel 
afterwards  declared  might  be  supposed  to  exist 
between  the  look  of  a  baffled  fiend  and  that  of 
the  angel  of  light  and  mercy  who  has  cast  him 
powerless  and  prostrate.    "  He  speaks  again," 
said  the  Knight,  as  he  bent  down  still  nearer  to 
the  dying  wretch, — "  Oh !  say,  unhappy  man, 
with  what  fell  purpose  did  thy  master  leave  the 
Lord  of  Chilham  on  his  way  to  Dover — ^whithe^ 
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went  he  ? — answer  that,  we  entreat  thee  by  all 
thy  hopes  of  Heaven.  Administer  the  cordiaU 
good  Ambrose,  he  will  speak  if  he  has  strength/ 
A  grim  smile  played  across  the  writhen  features 
of  the  Esquire,  as  he  drank  of  the  cup  that  was 
offered  him,  and  said,  "  Never  ask  that.  Sir 
Knight — bethink  thee  who  was  keeping  watch 
within  the  castle  of  Chilhara,  and  answer  for 
thyself." 

The  old  Baron  and  the  Knight  looked  at 
each  other  in  silent  agony;  at  one  glance  the 
full  extent  of  their  misfortune  was  perceived. 
"  Within  the  walls  of  Cliilliam  he  had  secured 
friends — traitoi's, — "  Ouitbert  went  on — "  Ay, 
within — oh,  that  throb — it  seems  to  rend  my 
fi-anie — traitors,  I  say,  to  their  Lord,  as  I  now 
am  to  mine — but,  oh,  how  different  our  pur- 
poses !  Right  craftily  had  he  planned  his 
schemes,  and  the  same  hour  timt  sent  Sir  Ralph 
de  Lucy  to  his  long  last  home — if  such  there 
be — was  to  make  the  Lady  Bertha — his — his 
unasked  bride.  How  sped  one  portion  of  tha 
plot  you  know,  and — alack  for  that  gnawing, 
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that  burning  pain — so — so,  too,  do  I. — Tor  ibm 
other — his  own  hand  was  in  it — a  hand  that 
eTer  strikes  home — it  must  have  been  com- 
passed— or  he  hath  learned  to  bear  anoth^ 
nature.  .1  fear  me  all  is  by  this  time  over — ^yoo 
will  be  too  late— ere  this  the  Lady  Bertha 

18 " 

^'  Here— oh !  here,  my  father !"  exclaimed, 
or  rather  shrieked.  Bertha,  unable  any  longer 
to  behold  the  mute  agony  of  her  beloved  parent. 
She  rushed  forward,  and  in  the  next  instant 
was  locked  in  the  convulsiye  embrace  of  the 
bewildered  Baron.  Before  either  father  or 
daughter  could  utter  a  word  of  explanation,  the 
wounded  man  sprang  wildly  up,  with  a  vain 
attempt  to  rise  firom  his  couch ;  but  exhausted 

with  the  effort  he  sunk  back  heavily  with  closed 
eyes,  exclaiming  hurriedly,  ^^  Tis  she — 'tis  she 
—the  other  victim — ^powers  of  mercy  !  she  hath 
then  escaped. — Oh,  tell  me  lady — ^tell  me  but 
one  thing. — ^lives  he  yet — or  is  he — go— gcwne 
*  (here  he  struck  the  earth  forcibly  with  his 
dmoBt  nerveksB  hand)  before  Gnilbert  ?-—Hath 
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he — the  giant  in  strength — the  mighty — fallen 
a  victim  to  your  just  wrath  !  Ob  !  'twere  a 
deed  for  a  De  Lucy,  though  your  owu  haud  had 
done  it," 

"Peace,  unhappy  man,"  she  replied;  "  ia 
whose  hosom  better  things  might  have  sprung 
up,  had  the  thorns  been  earlier  plucked  away. 
Thy  master  yet  lives — oh  that  I  might  say,  to 
repent !  He  pursued  us  from  the  castle,  and 
even  now  holds  on  the  way  to  Dover,  whither 
he  doubtless  thinks  I  hare  fled." 

"  And  where,"  said  Guilbert,  with  a  degree  of 
enet^  that  seemed  renewed  by  the  excitement  of 
the  moment,  "  he  thinks  there  will  be  none  to  ex- 
tend a  protecting  arm  towards  a  helpless  maiden  ; 
for  he  reckoned  not  the  Lord  of  Chilham  should 
live  to  behold  tlie  blessed  light  of  another  day. 
But  Heaven,  through  this  gallant  gentleman, 
bath  defeated  his  purpose.  And  now,  I  pray, 
good  Sir  Knight,  and  you,  my  noble  Lord  of 
Chilham,  as  also  you,  Sir  Minstrel,  attend  to 
the  few  words  I  may  yet  find  strength  to  utten 
The  tale  I  would  unfold,  is  one  tliat  rather  than 
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bear  uttered^  were  it  but  to  the  breeze  of  Heava^ 
my  master  would  pluck  forth  my  tongoe  with 
his  dagger^  But  he  is  not  here  to  taunt  me  in 
my  death  agonies,  perchance  to  mock  me  with 
the  crimes  that  are  his.  The  power  he  held 
over  me  hath  ceased.  The  arm  of  fate  is 
stronger  than  his,  and  mark  my  words:— his 
hour  is  at  hand.  I  know  it  is.  Mine  eyes  wtt 
dim,  but  that  very  dimness  gives  me  a  farther 
sight  than  men  whose  summons  hath  not  yet 
sounded."  He  paused,  and  as  if  he  felt  his 
strength  diminishing,  he  made  a  sign  that  he 
would  have  his  head  supported.  The  ready 
arm  of  Sir  Roland  was  put  forth  in  compliance 
vnth  the  mute  request.  '*  Oh,  that  I  may  have 
space  for  this — ^but  when  the  staff  waxeth  weak 
a  small  weight  will  break  it  asunder. — I  pray 
you,  holy  father,  a  few  drops  of  your  restorative 
•i-^nd  also  that  you  moisten  these  lips,  which^ 
though  now  so  fiery  hot,  must  soon  be  cold—* 
cold  as  the  earth  that  lies  above  them — ^thanks* 
Roland  of  Montalban,  I  foresee  that  ere 
many  days,  you  will  enter  the  lists  in  mortal 
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combat  witli  Tristan  de  Vertaia.  It  must  be 
po,  if  indeed  you  are  a  Montalban,  howe'er  un- 
worthy he  may  be  of  such  honourable  revenge. 
Ay,  well  may  you  clutcli  your  good  sword. 
You  have  been  deeply  wronged — deeply  must 
you  avenge.  Now  to  my  purpose.  You  may 
deem,  when  rushing  forth  at  the  trumpet  call, 
that  your  lance  is  about  to  encounter  for  the 
first  time  the  corslet  of  De  Vertain.  It  will  not 
be.  I  speak  not  now  of  the  child's  play  that 
men  have  seen  between  you  in  joust  and  tour- 
ney, but  of  mortal  combat,  in  which  the  prize 
he  sought  was  to  behold  your  countenance  dis- 
torted in  the  last  agoniea  of  mortality.— When 
the  death-rattle  in  your  throat  would  have 
sounded  like  thrilling  music  in  his  ear.  Start 
not.  Tis  evfin  as  I  say.  I  would  not  now 
speak  falsely.  Remember  you  the  lists  of 
Ptolemais  ?  You  then  encountered  Tristan  de 
Vertain,  your  brotlier  in  arms." 

Roland  groaned  deeply,  and  raising  his  eyes 
to  Heaven,  said  "  God  of  mercy  !  and  hath  this 
fiend  in  human  sliaoe  been  so  long  suffered  to 
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pollute  thine  earth !  Oh  grant  me^  H^mte,  tD 
avenge  myself,  and  all  whom  he  has  wronged. 
Nerve  this  arm  when  it  shall  be  raised  in  a  cause 
which  may  well  be  called  holy." 

*'  Give  place,  Sir  Knight/'  said  Guilbort 
''  reserve  thine  appeal  till  it  be  required  erf*  thee 
-HOtiy  space  is  brief — ^too  brief,  alas !  Sa£Sce(h| 
that  Sir  Tristan  it  was,  who,  under  the  disguise 
of  a  Saracen,  sought  to  take  your  life  in  a  fight 
that  men  might  account  honourable.  As  you 
know  he  failed  in  his  open  attempt,  and  after- 
wards encountered  you  in  the  wood.  How  it  came 
to  pass  that  he  found  you  at  his  mercy — ^you 
know.  That  he  spared  your  life  was  in  some 
measure  owing  to  me — I  used  what  small  power 
I  possessed  with  him  (knowing  that  his  means 
and  his  desire  for  compassing  your  death  ever 
kept  pace  together),  and  persuaded  him  to  put 
you  to  the  ransom,  for  that  your  absence  fit>m 
England  would  equally  advantage  him  with 
your  death.  Haply  you  have  not  forgotten  a 
certain  slave  who  gave  you  a  warning  of  the 
danger—'* 
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He  was  here  interrupted  by  the  Minstrel, 
who,  starting  forward  said,  with  much  eager- 
ness, "  Did  you  then  know  me,  Guilbert  ?  By 
the  mass  I  thought  my  own  mother  could  scarce 
recognise  me,  basely  disfigured  as  I  was,  and 
assorted  with  that  infidel  crew  of  slaves." 

"  Know  thee,  good  friend !"  said  the  Esquire, 
with  a  faint  smile.  "  That  did  I  right  well, 
how,  it  matters  not — but  I  marked  thee.  Sir 
Tristan  might  not  have  endured  thee  so  easily 
had  he  penetrated  the  feigned  colour  of  thy 
skin." 

"  Tis  to  thee,  then,  my  faithful  friend,"  said 
Roland,  warmly  grasping  the  Minstrel's  hand, 
"  that  I  am  indebted  for  that  timely  warning. 
In  faith  I  marvelled  much  as  well  as  the  smack 
of  my  native  tongue  from  such  black  lips,  as  at 
thine  opportune  appearance.  But  more  of  that 
anon.  We  must  look  to  this  poor  dying  wretch 
— would  his  last  moments  had  been  easier ! — 
Ha!  the  flush  hath  passed  away  from  his  cheek 
—his  eyes  are  closed,  and  his  head  droops  — 
where  is  Father  Ambrose  ?" 
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The  good  Anchor^  appeared  with  a  new  sop- 
ply  of  his  reetorative  and  a  bundle  of  rushes  for 
the  support  of  the  wounded  man's  head.  "  Alai, 
I  fear  his  moment  is  at  hand,"  said  the  holy 
man,  "  he  is  sinking  even  as  the  lamp  which 
hath  burned  its  apportioned  tinie — methinks  he 
is  in  a  faint — no,  he  raises  his  eyes,  he  motions 
us  towards  him."  The  Ancboret  placed  tus 
hand  first  upon  the  throbbing  brow,  and  then 
upon  the  parched  feverish  lips  of  the  dying 
Esquire.  From  the  latter  motion  the  poor 
wretch  shrunk,  and  with  a  feeble  voice  said, 
"  Oh  that  hand — that  hiind — away  with  it  an 
you  love  me — it  feels  cold  aud  clammy — hke  the 
hand  which  will  one  day  conquer  all  of  ye ; — and 
methought  it  would  even  now  have  arrested  my 
breath — good  liermit,  speed  me  not  before  my 
time — there  needs  not  haste — 'tis  short — short 

^-oh  how — perchance  a  few  moments  and " 

He  ceased  his  low  murmuring — his  eyes  closed 
- — his  bi'eathing  became  short  and  thick — hia 
hands  were  clenched  together  with  a  convulsive 
motion,  and  already  a  cold  perspiration  stood  on 


i 


THE  FILGRIM  BROTHERS. 


lai, 


his  brow.  The  Anchoret  fetched  a  email  crucifix 
which  he  licid  before  the  dying  man,  and  said, 
"  If  there  is  yet  so  much  of  strength  in  thee,  my 
Bon,  oh,  look  upon  this  type  of  redeeming 
mercy !  it  was  to  save  sinners  that  He  died — 
sinners  such  as  thou  hast  been.^Alack  he  hears 
me  not,  and  1  take  shame  to  myself  that  t 
urged  not  this  ere  it  was  too  late," 

But  Father  Ambrose  was  in  error.  Guilbert 
was  still  sensible,  and  with  a  degree  of  energy 
tliat  even  shortened  tlie  few  momenta  yet  left 
him,  he  raised  his  head,  and  in  thick  and  hoarse 
accents,  said,  "  Prate  you  of  mercy,  Father,  to 
one  who  never  looked  on  such  a  thing  as  that, 
save  to  mock  and  to  blaspheme  ?  Oil !  'tis  vain 
— ^'tia  vain — take  it  away :  if  tliere  be  hope,  it  is 
from  other  source  than  that.— But  none — none 
for  me.  Tell  me  not  that  I  can  ask  or  buy  from 
God  the  mercy  I  never  shewed  to  man — away — 
away  !"  He  pushed  aside  the  extended  arm  of 
the  hermit,  and  covered  his  face  with  both  hia 
hands.  After  a  few  moments,  he  again  spoke ; 
but  each  word  became  more  feeble  than  the  last, 
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•— **  I  pray  of  you — ^if  you  would  do  me  one- 
one  last  kindness, — ^tum  me  towards  the  ease- 
ment. The  air  around  me  is  hot — and  thick— 
and  I  would  fain  catch  the  last  ray  of  Heavea*! 
blessed  light.'' 

The  bye-standers  comphed  with  his  request 

"Thanks — the  thanks  of  a  dying  man— I 
never  knew  how  sweet  it  was  before — and  now 
— ^low  to  leave  it  for  ever — to  change  it  for  night 
«— darkness — oh  all — ^all  is  dark  !*' 

He  ceased — ^his  spirit  had  passed  away.     In 
a  moment  his  eyes  were  fixed  in  the  dull  glassy 
stare  of  death,  as  though  the  senseless  jelly  still 
continued  to  drink  in  greedily  the  light  so  loved 
by  the  troubled  soul  that  lately  gave  it  motion* 
His  jaw  fell ;  his  features  became   rigid,  and 
were  arrested  in  the  expression  which  they  wore 
while  yet  in  the  convulsions  of  acute  agony. 

For  some  time  silence  reigned  through  the  cell, 
as  if  the  feelings  of  every  person  had  been  pa- 
ralysed by  the  awful  scene  which  had  been  wit« 
nessed.  At  length  the  Hermit,  who  had  been 
engaged  in  silent  prayer,  rose  from  his  lowlj 
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posture,  and  almost  moved  to  tears,  said,  "  He 
is  gone  from  us,  with  all  liis  deeds, — to  the 
eye  of  man  truly  an  impenitent  sinner ;  but  it 
may  be,  that  mercy  is  found  with  God,  whea 
poor  sho it-sighted  man  allows  it  not.  Leare 
me  now,  my  children,  that  I  may  bestow  upon 
the  body  of  the  defunct  the  last  melancholy 
rites." 

In  compliance  with  the  wishes  of  Father  Am- 
brose, the  whole  party  left  the  chamber  of  death, 
and  it  was  not  till  some  minutes  had,  as  if  by 
the  tacit  consent  of  all,  been  passed  in  silent 
meditation  upon  the  violent  separation  they  had 
be)icld,'of  a  guilty  and  dark  soul  from  its  mortal 
tenement,  that  any  one  ventured  to  lead  the 
conversation  towards  any  more  trivial  subject. 
The  Baron  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence. 
After  briefly  adverting  to  the  possibility  of  De 
Vertain's  having  thrown  some  powerful  force 
into  the  castle,  he  proposed  that  they  should  get 
to  horse,  and  return  towards  Chilham  with  all 
^ed.  He  then  took  &ir  Roland  aside,  and 
o  2 
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glancing  his  eye  over  the  free  cxHnpanioDs,  who 
were  now  preparing  themselves  to  renew  their 
march  under  the  young  Knight's  banner,  he 
said,  ''  Hold  you  these  same  roving  gentry  to 
be  so  very  true  to  the  cause  of  France  and  the 
rebellious  Barons  ?  I  can  scarce  credit  it,  Ro- 
land. They  are  at  present  without  a  leader — 
far  from  the  camp  of  the  invaders — and  have  as 
yet  held  no  communication  with  those  who 
summoned  them  to  these  shores.— Dost  take  my 
meaning?*' 

"  I  see  what  you  aim  at,  beau  Sire  de  Lucy," 
replied  the  young  Knight,  "  and  I  must  frankly 
confess  my  thoughts  have  tended  towards  the 
same  point.     Should  Tristan  de  Vertain  have 
led  any  of  his  own  men  into  your  good  castle — 
albeit  the  Lady  Bertha  assures  me  his  following 
exceeded  not  two  men-at-arms — we  shall  need  a 
stronger  force,  even,  than  we  can  at  present  mus- 
ter, to  turn  the  strangers  out  of  our  hive.     Then 
for  any  fears  concerning  the  good  faith  of  these 
knaves,  which  may  have  crept  into  your  more  cau- 
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tious  brain — I  need  not  tell  you  they  are  a  sort  of 
marketable  commodity  for  every  man's  money : 
60  that  he  who  would  secure  their  services 
must  only  bid  a  trifle  above  his  neighbour's 
price;  and  then  so  long  as  he  keeps  faith  with 
them,  so  long  will  they  with  him :  pay  and 
strike  being  the  two  magic  words  on  either 
side." 

"You  hold  then  with  me,  Roland,  that  we 
shall  do  well  to  enroll  them  under  our  banner, 
for  the  time  being ;  declaring,  without  disguise, 
our  quality  and  the  party  we  belong  to." 

Sir  Rowland  nodded  assent. 

"Thia,  then,  Khali  be  our  course"  continued 
the  Baron,  "  followed  by  these  worthy  and  ho- 
nourable clerks  of  Saint  Nicholas  (for  I  trow 
they  be  little  else) — whom  we  must  perforce 
take  at  their  own  price,  we  pay  a  short  visit  to 
Chilham,  entering  by  fair  means  or  foul  as  shall 
afterwards  seem  necessary.  Thence  we  will 
proceed  to  Dover  with  the  earliest  dawn  to- 
morrow, by  as  rapid  a  march  as  the  strength  of 
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Bertha  may  endure;  since  thither  the  King 
purposes  to  come  this  day,  that  he  may  take  or* 
der  witli  the  loyal  Hubert  de  Bur^grfa,  for  resist* 
ing  the  progress  of  the  invaders,  and  hopes  there 
to  meet  all  his  faithful  followers  in  this  part  of 
the  country.     And  now  to  break  the  subject  of 
taking  service  with  us  to  these  knaves — stay. 
I  do  bethink  me  Hwill  fare  better  in  thy  hands, 
dear  Roland.      I   am   somewhat   rougher    of 
speech,  as  I  am  also  of  countenance,  than  thou 
art ;  and  with  the  aid  of  yon  plausive  runagate. 
Master  Julian,  I  trow  you  will  conceive  and 
deliver  as  pretty  a  piece  of  eloquence   as  my 
Lord  High  Constable  himself  need  seek  to  hear. 
Away,  then,  my  fair  youth — but  hist — ^Roland 
«— -I  have  a  pleasing  task  for  you  to  perform. 
Get  you  behind  and  bring  hither  that  fair  and 
fiagile,  but  sole,  sprout  of  the  De  Lucy,  whose 
eyes — nay,  blush  not,  good  youth,  as  an  thou 
wert  thyself  the  maiden — whose  eyes   I  say, 
have  been,  during  our  warlike  counsel — bent  so 
fixedly  upon — ^me.    Go  to,  foolish  boy.  There,  I 


THE  PILQRIM  BROTHERS. 


127 


have  moved  forward  with  my  eyes  before  me, 
not  deeming  it  requisite  to  lay  down  the  prec  se 
manner  in  which  thou  shalt  lift  her  to  her  pal- 
frey. Go  to,  I  say,  I  have  been  a  wooer  in  my 
time — I  wooed  her  mother—  and  hark  ye,  Ro- 
land— won  her  too." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


I  do  protest  in  time  of  all  my  tinge, 
Yt  lyk  subject  had  nerer  ouy  being;'. 

GOOSCROFT. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  when  Griraud  de 
Casalon  was  urging  upon  the  Lady  Bertha  the 
necessity  for  her  speedy  departure,  he  informed 
her  that  he  had  secured  the  means  of  present 
retreat,  by  engaging  Sir  Tristan  in  a  conversation 
with  Clyni  Clencham,  the  Captain  of  the 
Archers.  To  this  personage  he  had  hastily- 
made  known  the  proposed  plan  of  escape,  and 
had  desired  him  to  detain  tlie  Knight  within  the 
apartment,  and  to  keep  from  him  all  knowledge 
of  what  was  passing  without,  not  hesitating  to 


THE  PILGBIH  BR0THBB8.  129 

make  use  of  stratagem,  should  an  opportunity 
be  presented,  or  even  force,  should  necessity  re- 
quire it. 

The  chamber  in  which  Sir  Tristan  found  him- 
self alone  with  the  trusty  archer,  was  a  guard 
room  in  a  solitary  tower  that  flanked  an  angle 
of  the  inner  wall ;  and  aa  the  single  loop-hole 
and  the  low  narrow  door  both  looked  out  to- 
wards the  back  of  Uie  castle,  no  place  could 
have  been  better  chosen  for  the  purpose  of  Clym 
Clencham.  Moreover,  the  walls  were  of  such 
thickness  that  a  troop  of  five  hundred  horse 
might  Iiave  passed  out  from,  or  entered  the 
castle  gate,  unknown  to  those  who  were  withia 
it.  At  the  present  moment,  however,  the 
thoughts  of  the  self-styled  Lord  of  Chilham 
were  so  fully  occupied  by  his  immediate  object, 
wliich  was  no  other  than  to  attach  the  stout 
Captain  to  his  interests,  that  ho  had  little 
attention  to  bestow  upon  any  other  subject. 
He  had  dismissed  from  his  mind  all  fears  re- 
specting the  security  of  the  Lady  Bertha,  sup- 
posing that  at  the  first  news  of  his  arrival  she 
c3 
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would  haye  betaken  herself  to  the  pfiracy  of 
ber  own  apartment  Towards  this  one  poiotp 
therefore,  he  directed  all  his  thoughts.  And 
yet  there  waa  in  his  manner,  besides  those 
flashes  of  ferocity,  which  he  could  not  repreas 
eren  in  his  gentlest  mood,  a  restlessness  and  a 
nervous  irritability  that  ill  accorded  with  the 
calm  reasoning,  the  sagacious  and  wily  align- 
ments, whereby  he  sought  to  overcome  the  scm- 
pies  of  the  Captain  of  the  Archers. 

Clym  Clencham  was  not  only  one  to  whose 
breast  fear  was  a  stranger,  but  he  was  a  man  of 
angular  shrewdness,   and,    moreover,    as    the 
Minstrel  had  observed,  of  a  marvellous  ready 
wit.    These  latter  qualities  stood  him  in  good 
stead  upon  the  present  occasion,  and  the  sly 
gravity  and  self-complacency  of  his  deportment, 
while  he  alternately  irritated  the  passions  of  his 
tempter  by  stem  refusals,  and  deceived  him 
into  the  belief  that  his  liberal  promises  would 
possibly  in  time  have  their  intended  effect,  might 
be  likened  to  the  manceuvres  of  a  skilful  angler, 
who  seeks,  by  a  show  of  needless,  but  ably  exe- 
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cuted  piscatory  tactics,  at  once  to  prolong  his 
own  sport,  and  to  render  his  easy  victory  the 
more  deserving  of  applause—  by  reason  of  the 
apparent  strength  of  hia  prey.  Having,  in  this 
manner,  played  witli  the  passions  of  the  Knight 
for  as  long  a  time  as  he  deemed  prudent  and 
necessary,  and,  being  aware  that  the  escape  of 
the  Lady  Bertha  could  not  be  long  concealed 
from  the  men  at  arms  who  had  accompanied 
Sir  Tristan,  he  ventured  to  assume  a  bolder  and 
more  decided  tone  in  his  rephes. 

In  the  course  of  their  conference,  it  had  more 
than  once  occurred  to  the  Archer,  that  if  he  could 
turn  the  tables  upon  Sir  Tiistan,  and  make  that 
knight  a  prisoner  in  the  very  castle  he  had  hoped 
to  have  made  his  own  by  such  treacherous  and  un- 
worthy means,  an  acceptable  service  would  be 
rendered  to  the  Baron :  and  his  desire  to  effect 
such  an  object  was  not  diminished,  when  the 
Knight  threw  out  some  broad  hints  respecting  the 
death  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy.  He  now  resolved  to 
touch  DeVertain  sharply  on  that  point,  and  by  this, 
as  well  as  other  means,  to  blow  into  a  blaze  tho 
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sparks  which  smouldered  in  the  breast  of  the 
fierce  Knight,  and  so.  draw  him  into  a  persoDal 
conflict  which  must  end  in  favour  of  the  Baron's 
piBLrty,  from  the  superiority  of  their  numbeis. 
Once,  indeed,  he  felt  strongly  inclined  to  leave 
the  guard-room  upon  some  pretence,  and  secure 
the  person  of  De  V ertain  without  further  parley ; 
but  he  recollected   that  the  two  men-at-arms 
were  within  hearing  of  their  master's  voice,  and 
would  lose  no  time  in  coming  to  the  inescue. 
''  And  is  it  thus.  Sir  Knight  of  the  Griflin,"  ex- 
claimed the  Archer,  with  affected  indignation, 
'^  is  it  thus  that  one  who  has  ever  professed  a 
respect  for  the  laws  of  honour  and   chivalry, 
would  tamper  with  a  faithful   servant  of  the 
Lord  of  Chilham  ?  Is  it  by  such  acts  that  you 
requite  his  love  for  you? — Poor  blinded  victim, 
as  I  may  well  term  him.     Away ! — I  acknow- 
ledge  you    not   a    member    of   the    knightly 
V   order. — Nay,  frown  not  so  darkly  on  me,  nei- 
ther clutch  thus  the  sword  you  are  unworthy  to 
draw — for  I  tell  you,  though  I  be  come  of 
churlish  blood,  while  you  can  boast  an  hundred 
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ancestors,  and  though  my  hand  may  but  wield 
the  mace  and  the  brown  bill,  while  your  wea< 
pons  are  the  knightly  lance  and  the  death- 
dealing  battle-axe,  I  am  at  this  moment  the 
higher  —  the  nobler  of  the  two.  You  have, 
within  the  space  of  a  few  short  moments,  un- 
done the  feats  of  your  whole  hfe,  and  brought 
yourself  beneath  the  regard  of  an  humble  Ar- 
cher." 

Here  the  bold  speaker  paused.  He  had  ex- 
pected the  storm  of  the  Knight'ti  passion  to  burst 
ere  this,  and  he  could  not  but  admire  and  even 
respect  the  strong  mental  bonds  which  Sir  Tristan 
was  enabled  to  impose  upon  it:  for  he  scarce 
deigned  to  show,  by  the  movement  of  a  muscle, 
that  there  was  any  struggle  within.  Seeing  that 
tile  indignant  Arelier  paused — he  merely  moved 
a  few  paces  forward,  and  in  a  deep  voice — 
while  his  lip  curled  BCornfuUy — said,  "  Go  on, 
fellow !" 

"  Think  not  I  fear  to  end  that  which  I  have 
begun,"  said  the  Archer.  "  Attend,  Tristan  de 
Vcrtain:  you  have  said  my  dear  Lord  is  gone 
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whence  he  cannot  return  to  upbraid  me  widi  mf 
treachery.  Now>  answer  me :  how  or  when  did 
you  learn  thig?^ 

The  Knight  laid  hia  hand  upon  the  broad 
shoulder  of  the  Archer.  There  was  a  tremuloos 
motion  in  that  hand^  which  might  have  be- 
tokened fear,  but  that  the  muscles  played  ai 
nervously  as  some  engine  of  torture,  and  C3ench* 
am  shrunk  from  the  gripe  they  seemed  essayii^ 
to  fix,  as  if  the  touch  had  been  a  fiend's. 

"  What  if  I  shall  not  teU  thee  ?**  said  Sir  Tris- 
tan, frowning  darkly,  but  speaking  in  the  same 
unmoved  voice; — ^thou  wouldst  not  use  force. 
Go  to — ^be  wise  in  time," — and  he  turned  away. 

Clencham  went  on  with  increased  vehemence, 
though  somewhat  moved  by  the  stem  manner 
which  the  Knight  began  to  assume.  "  If  the 
noble  De  Lucy  is  indeed  gone  that  dark  and 
dreary  way,  it  is  by  the  hand  of  violence — and 
yours — yours,  I  say,  has  been  the  will  that  helped 
him  thereto*  But  a  life  more  or  less  is,  I  wot, 
of  small  account  in  the  estimation  of  Tristan  de 
Vertain,  when  such  life  presents  aught  of  ob- 
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■tacle  to  his  ambitious  path.  Do  you  deny 
thisl" 

The  glare  of  De  Vertaiii's  eye  was  now  abso- 
lutely terrific,  and  might  have  struck  fear  into  a 
stouter  heart  than  that  of  the  Archer :  as  he  fixed 
it  on  Clencham,  he  said,  or  rather  muttered  be- 
tween hia  set  teeth,  "  Ho  I — what  then  ?" 

Struck  with  horror  at  the  calmness  with 
which  he  had  confessed  the  dark  deed,  the  Cap- 
tain clasped  his  hands,  and  exclaimed,  "  Oh, 
deeply  then  are  you  damned !" 

For  some  moments  after,  the  brave  vassal  was 
silent,  and  his  averted  eyes,  and  the  deep  heav- 
ing of  his  breast,  shewed  that  his  rugged  but 
kind  heart  could  not  admit  angry  feelings,  till 
Eome  tribute  had  been  paid  to  the  memory  of  his 
loved  master.  During  this  silence,  the  eye  of 
De  Vertain  was  fixed  upon  the  Archer ;  and,  as 
he  shook  his  head,  he  muttered  to  himself, — 
"  For  once  thou  art  baffled,  Tristan ;  I  shall 
never  make  him  my  friend — he  must  be  my 
foe." 

The  Archer  now  started  up,  and  as  he  dashed 
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a  tear  from  his  farrowed  cheek,  he  exdaimed^ 
with  renewed  energy,  '^  Yet  think  not,  black  as- 
iiassin,  that  I  hold  myself  the  less  accountable 
for  the  discharge  of  my  duty.     I  am  left  hat 
with  a  score  of  as  good  archers  as  ever  put  shaft 
to  bow,  or  quarrel  to  arblast.     Four  of  them,  as 
you  well  know,  are  disaffected  :  the  rest  are  true 
as  arrow  to  its  mark ;  and,  credit  me,  as  loo^  as 
the  Lady  Bertha — who,  failing  our   poor  oU 
Knight,  is  mistress  here — so  long,  I  say,  as  she 
can  raise  her  voice  above  the  whistle  of  a  clothe 
yard    shaft — Clym    Clencham   and   his  merry 
archers  shall  render  the  service  of  true  liegemen 
to  her  and  her  house." 

De  Vertain  ground  his  teeth  with  suppressed 
rage,  and  his  fingers  instinctively  clung  around 
his  dagger's  hilt.  Had  he  given  way  to  his 
wrath,  he  would  have  struck  his  poniard  to 
the  heart  of  the  bold  man  who  thus  dared  to 
beard  him.  But  he  was  aware  of  the  estimation 
in  which  the  whole  band  of  archers  held  their 
Captain,  and  he  saw  that  the  murder  of  their 
leader  would  instantly  alienate  from  him  those  on 
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whom  alone  he  depended  for  support.  Stifling 
his  rage,  therefore,  and  assuming  a  courteous 
and  pleasant  smile  that  shone  upon  his  scowling 
mien,  as  does  the  solitary  lay  of  light  upon  the 
edge  of  the  black  thunder  cloud,  he  replied, 
"  By  my  faith.  Master  Archer— or  rather,  I 
should  say,  noble  Captain — you  are  of  a  ready 
wit,  and  withal  are  pleased  to  be  facetious — very 
fecetious.  Moreover,  there  may  be — nay,  I 
doubt  not  there  is — trutli  in  some  things  you 
flay."  And  here  the  pain  it  coat  him  to  speak 
the  Archer  fair  was  betrayed  in  the  bitter  and 
deadly  sarcasm  of  liis  voice,—"  Take  we,  for  in- 
stance sake,  that  most  pertinent  and  ably-con- 
ceived similitude  it  pleased  you  to  draw  between 
me,  a  Knight  of  birth  and  renown,  and  yourself, 
an  obscure  churl — I  crave  pardon — I  would  not 
offend  so  lofty  an  individual — but  were  not  the 
woi^ds  your  own  ?" — 

"  They  were — nor  can  the  casting  tliem  in  my 
teeth  offend  me." 

"  Verily,  then,  Sir  Captain,"  said  the  Knight, 
suddenly  changing  his  tone  by  an  effort  to  one 
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of  pretended  hamility,  ^  I  may  say  yon  spake 
not  widely  amiss,  in  placing  me  so  far  benesth 
joo. — I  am,  in  a  sort,  a  suppliant  before  yoo.*^ 
I  beg  a  boon  of  you. — I,  a  knigfat  of  an  hnndred 

descents,  entreat  you,  a no  more  of  that— 

In  fine,  good  Captain,  I  pray  of  you  to  lend  me 
^mark  me,  for  a  good  purpose) — your  pairer* 
fill  aid  in  this  matter.  Raise  but  your  voice — 
may,  raise  but  your  least  finger  in  my  behalf 
in  presence  of  your  bold  and  trusty  archers,  and 
they  will  thereupon,  with  one  accord,  declare 
ihemsdlves  willing  to  defend  these  walla  as 
fieiithfully  for  me,  as  they  have  ever  done  for  any 
other  Lord  of  Chilham/' 

<'  Thou,  Lord  of  Chilbam  T'  exclaimed  the 
Captain,  casting  upon  the  Knight  a  look  of  on* 
measured  sconu  '^  By  all  the  blessed  Saint% 
when  that  shall  come  to  pass,  these  good  <dd 
walls  and  battlements  must  have  ceased  to 
number  Clym  Clencham  and  his  merry  men 
among  their  defenders !  No,  base  man — ^thoogh 
thou  hadst  ascended  to  the  highest  tower  of  the 
keep  by  the  bodies  of  my  slaughtered  comrades^ 
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&tid  held  8  royal  grant  in  thy  bloody  hand,  to 
saoctioa  thy  possession,  if  the  quiver  of  old 
Clencham  yet  held  one  good  shaft,  it  should  be 
levelled  against  thy  black  heart;  ay,  thongh 
I  should  hang  from  thy  banner-etalf  the  next 
moment,  to  frighten   the  crows  and  ravens.— 

Traitor  ! — Murderer ! " 

"  Ha !  thou  hast  epoken  it,"  exclaimed  Da 
Vertain,  drawing  his  dagger  and  rushing  for- 
ward— "  Fool  !  — nought  but  blood  can  wipe 
out  that."  He  flew  with  upraised  dagger  upon 
the  Archer,  but  the  quick  eye  of  the  latter  had 
anticipated  his  movement.  He  was  prepared 
to  avert  the  dagger's  point ;  and  a  fierce  struggla 
ensued.  Though  an  old  man,  Clencham  was 
of  a  powerful  and  muscular  frame ;  and  his 
superior  calmness  and  self-possession  rendered 
him  an  almost  equal  match  for  the  Knight,  who 
having  once  given  the  reins  to  his  wrath,  seemed 
like  one  raging  mad.  As  the  Archer  was  with- 
out  any  offensive  weapon,  his  only  object  was 
to  defend  himself  from  the  furious  stabs  which 
Sir  Tristan  made  at  him  with  his  terrible  dagger. 
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until  a  favourable  moment  should  occur  for  dv- 
arming  him.  Four  times  had  Clencham  soe- 
ceeded  in  turning  aside  the  fatal  point  by  the 
sheer  strength  of  his  hold  on  the  Knight^s  arm^ 
and  as  often  had  the  blade  been  foiled  by  the 
proof  shirt  of  mail  which  the  Captain's  rank 
entitled  him  to  wear :  else,  indeed,  had  his  sim- 
ple leathern  doublet  beai  a  poor  protection 
against  a  blade  of  Damascene  temper.  At  each 
failure,  the  rage  of  the  Knight  increased  tenfold ; 
for  besides  being  stung  to  madness  at  the  open 
accusation  of  his  foe,  he  was  conscious  of  his 
degradation  in  thus  encountering  a  man  of  mean 
rank.  He  foamed  at  the  mouth  like  a  fiuious 
wild  beast ; — he  struck  blindly,  and  without  any 
apparent  aim — he  entwined  his  muscular  arms 
and  even  his  legs,  around  the  body  of  the 
archer,  as  though  seeking  to  crush  him  in  the 
manner  of  a  serpent.  At  length,  suddenly 
changing  his  mode  of  combat,  he  raised  his 
opponent  high  in  the  air,  then  seconding 
the '  act  by  an  artful  stratagem,  he  threw 
him  violently  to  the  earth,  where,  exhausted 
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and  stunned  by  the  blow,  Clencham  lay  mo- 
tionless, and  incapable  of  defending  himself 
from  tlie  strokes  of  the  poniard. 

"  Insolent  slave  !"  said  De  Vertain,  flourish- 
ing his  dagger  aloft,  "  thou  hast  sought  it. 
Thou  must  needs  be  so  far  above  De  Vertain. — 
Thus  do  I  measure  how  far  thou  art  beneath 
him."  And  with  a  steady  and  deHberate  aim, 
he  plunged  it  into  a  crevice  in  the  shirt  of  mail, 
near  the  heart  of  the  ill-fated  archer.  He  with- 
drew the  blade,  red  with  blood,  and  had  raised 
it  to  deal  a  second  blow,  when  the  door  was 
hastily  pushed  open,  and  one  of  his  men-at- 
arms  rushed  furiously  in,  exclaiming,  "  To 
horse  ! — to  horse !  The  hawk  will  swoop  in 
vain — the  prey  hath  flown.  The  Lady  Bertha 
hath  escaped.  She  backs  a  courser  fleet  as 
the  wind,  and  is  escorted  by  two  serving-men, 
well  mounted.  By  hell's  darkness,  she  hath 
ere  this  attained  the  river's  bank,  and  we  must 
ride  like  winged  spirits  to  come  up  with  her, 
ere  she  gain  the  depths  of  the  forest!" 

The  Knight  had  dropped  his  uphfled  poniard 
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and  whose  fears  were  now  roused  by  the  cer- 
tainty that  liis  Lady'a  escape  to  Dover  would 
give  rise  to  inquiries  which  his  conduct  could  ill 
bear,  "  Entreat  you,  noble  Sir,  be  speedy,"  ex- 
claimed the  cowardly  villain,  as  he  held  the 
Knight's  stirrup:  "My  Lady  rides  a  Limousin 
jennet  fleeter  than  lightning,  and  sure  of  foot 
as  a  mountain  roe.  By  all  holy  things,  you 
will  scarce  come  up  with  her,  unless  her  strengtli 
fail  lier.- — And  woe  is  me  !  an  she  reach  Dover, 
she  will  return  with  a  thousand  archers  to  chas- 
tise those  who  conspired  against  her;  and, 
wretch  that  I  am,  the  first  tree  will  be  my  po^ 
tion. — But  please  you,  beau  Sire,  to  note  that  I 
was  hard  of  persuasion  in  this  matter,  and  that 

it  was  only  upon  your  promise " 

"  Peace,  whining  idiot,"  said  De  Vertain,  who 
had  now  vaulted  uito  his  saddle,  "  and  hang  not 
thus  upon  my  stirrup.  Cove  place,  I  say — un- 
hand my  bridle,  or  by  Saint  Geotge,  my  sword'i 
hilt  becomes  acquainted  with  thy  bloodleu 
cheek.  Thour't  a  cowardly  varlet,  who  should 
be  scourged  like  a  whimpering  cliild.— Thy  Tila 
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carcass  were  unworthy  footing  for  my  steed—or 
by  this  handy  he  should  trample  thee ! — ^Wilt 
not  away,  I  say  V*  And,  in  his  impatient  fury, 
the  brutal  Knight  struck  the  poor  wretch  across 
the  face  with  his  flat  blade^  and  laughing  to  see 
the  blood  gush  forth,  set  spurs  to  his  horse. 
But  ere  he  had  gone  many  paces,  he  reined  up, 
and  without  halting  entirely,  caused  the  animal 
to  go  at  a  more  gentle  pace,  while  he  continued 
issuing  his  orders  to  his  attendants. 

"  Before  you  get  to  horse,  Dennis,   see  yon 
coward  in  his  saddle,  and  dispatch  him  to  the 
shaveling  priest,  father  Anthony,   who  should 
have  met  me  at  the  chapel  of  our  Lady,  in  the 
Black  Glen.     Let  him  know  the  business  he 
wots  of  is  ended  for  the  present,  but  let  him  be 
in  readiness  to  attend  me  at  a  moment's  warn- 
ing.   Then,  summon  thy  comrade  whom  I  war- 
rant swilling  the  fat  ale  of  Chilham.     Throw 
aside  your  lances,  but  clutch  mallet  and  battle 
axe,  an  you  can  lay  hands  on  them.     Fail  me 
not  for  love  to  your  beasts.— Cross  the  river, 
and  mount  the  opposite  hill — halt  not  *till  you 
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reach  the  forester's  knoll — then  stop  to  use  your 
eyea  and  eara.  Regard  not  those  you  leave  he- 
hind  ;  our  game  is  afootj  and,  by  my  father'a 
name,  the  pursuit  shall  be  a  hot  one !  Hark  ye, 
knaves—  five  thousan<l   crowns  for  the  head  of 

each  who  rides  behind  the  lady  Bertha " 

His  voice  was  now  drowned  by  the  clattering 
of  his  horse's  hoofs,  as  the  spirited  animal 
bounded  faster  and  faster  across  the  court-yard. 
This  also  gradually  died  away,  till  a  few  hollow 
steps  gave  notice  that  the  Knight  was  crossing 
the  draw-bridge,  and  would  speedily  be  free  of 
the  castle. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Cartrmir.        Gone!  Eicaped  t  Vimiiliml! 

Turn  DDt  tbe  piard — ■lM|>in^  or  ii»liiii)i      tiiMit 

Or  uaanaed.     Mirshil  them  i'  (be  court  jvid. 
Sergeant,     I'failh  we  are  become  a  guarded  gBrrUon, 

The  miniiy  balh  la'ea  the  key*  with  liiia, 
Gsreniiir.  Why  then  newill  hate  lorcles  lo  the  walls. 

And  shower  oui  trrow«  on  thetu. 
Strgeanl.  We  might  ahoot 

Till  we  filled  up  lb«  nOBl.     All's  dark  below. 

D>VB  or  THE  Curu. 

The  few  minutes  which  Sir  Tristan  de  Ver- 
tain  had  lost  in  listening  to  the  entreaties  of  the 
cowardly  Porter,  and  in  issuing  his  hurried 
commands  to  Dennis,  had  wcllnigh  proved  the 
overthrow  of  all  his  ambitious  schemes.  And 
thus  it  was. 

The  reader  will  remember  that  the  Knigfat 
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was  interrupted  ia  his  worthy  and  laudable  em- 
ployment, while  on  the  very  point  of  plunging 
his  dagger  a  second  time  into  the  breast  of  the 
prostrate  Archer.  That  second  wound,  had  it 
been  dealt,  would  probably  have  proved  more 
fatal  than  the  first,  which  being  directed  very 
much  to  the  left  side  of  Clencham'a  heart,  had 
entered  a  crevice  in  the  shirt  of  mail,  and  afler 
inflicting  a  simple  flesh  wound,  had  glanced  o6f 
the  ribs.  But  the  old  man,  whose  arm  had 
taXlen  nerveless  by  his  side,  no  sooner  beheld 
the  dreadful  weapon  gleaming  above  him,  thaa 
giving  himself  up  for  lost,  he  shut  his  eyes,  ia 
fear  to  look  on  the  fatal  movement  that  would 
put  an  end  to  his  existence.  Thus  it  might 
easily  have  happened  that  the  Ivnight  and 
Dennis,  from  the  hasty  glance  they  threw  to- 
wards the  wounded  man,  thought  him  already 
dead  ;  or  perhaps,  that  In  the  confusion  of  the 
moment  they  took  no  pains  to  ascertain  his 
exact  situation. 

No  sooner,  however,    did   the   Captain  find 

himself  alone  in  the  guard-room,  with  only  a 

H   2 
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riight  wound,  than  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  stole 
cautiously  to  the  door.  The  passage  was  clear, 
as  by  this  time  the  Kniglit  had  almost  reached 
his  horse  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  court,  and 
with  noiseless  but  rapid  footsteps,  the  Archer 
crossed  over  to  a  wicket-gate  in  an  angle  of  the 
wall.  When  he  had  passed  through  this,  he  was 
wholly  hidden  from  the  observation  of  Sir  Tris- 
tan, and  then  it  was  that  drawing  bis  bugle  from 
bis  baldrick,  he  winded  tliree  notes  of  a  shrill 
and  very  peculiar  intonation.  In  a  few  moments 
two  archers  appeared,  having  left  their  posts 
in  wonder  and  alarm  at  the  well-known  sum- 
mons of  their  Captain.  Ere  they  bad  come 
within  the  sound  of  his  voice,  two  others  were 
seen  approaching  with  hurried  steps  from  an- 
other quarter,  who  again  were  followed  by  as 
many  more,  coming  from  different  points,  as 
made  in  all  upwards  of  half  a  score.  They  were 
stout  fellows,  and  the  fashion  of  their  arms  and 
their  dress  showed  that  there  were  among  them 
both  cross  and  long-bow  men.  When  they  had 
«11  gathered  round  the  Captain,  they  hastened 
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to  make  eager  inquiries  respecting  the  cause  of 
his  summons,  Clyra  Clencham,  at  that  mo- 
ment, heard  the  clatter  of  the  Knight's  steed  as 
he  paced  the  court-yard,  and  with  an  eager 
ahout  exclaimed,  "  Give  ear,  an  ye  be  true 
men. — Much  have  I  to  say,  but  the  moments  for 
prating  are  few.  Hark  to  yon  retreating  tread. 
That  good  steed  beare  away  as  black  a  traitor  as 
ever  swore  by  God  and  the  Saints,  and  withal, 
one  who  is  at  heart  a  deadly  foe  to  this  house. 
-—Start  not,  when  I  name  Tristan  de  Vertain,  for 
he  it  is ;  and  by  his  own  confession  he  hath  this 
day  compassed  the  murder  of  our  dear  master 
■ — mine  he  attempted,  scarce  two  minutes  since. 
By  the  mass,  my  throat  yet  tingles  with  the 
wretch's  wolf-like  gripe!  Now,  is  there  one 
among  you  who  will  cleave  me  a  traitor's  skull 

with  bolt  or  shaft  at  fifty  paces  ? Your  skill 

I  doubt  not,  but " 

A  loud  and  unanimous  shout  prevented  his 
stating  the  point  on  which  he  hesitated,  and 
proclaimed  the  eagerness  of  each  man  to  be 
brought  to  the  test.     The  Captain  rushed  foiv 
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ward,  shouting,  "  To  the  walls  then — whence 
you  shall  soon  espy  r  mark  would  tempt  the 
gentlest  Saint  in  Paradise  to  slip  bow-string. 
De  Vertain  must  presently  ride  forth  from  the 
gate — note  then  well  his  course — suffer  him  to 
cross  the  drawbridge  unhurt — he  will  not  be  sa 
Ctur  a  mark  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  wall  at 
wlien  his  horse  sliall  have  made  three  bounds 
o'th' other  side;  then  let  the  long  bows  make 
the  fiist  trial  of  his  helmet's  rivets  and  the 
crevices  of  his  armour — and  stay,  let  not  his  steed 
be  harmed  ;  'tis  a  noble  heast,  given  him  by  the 
King.  I'll  warrant  you  not  to  i-!use  so  much  as 
a  hair  of  his  sleek  coat  unwittingly. — Od's, 
daggers,  be  is  no  archer  of  mine  who  shall  not 
bring  me  down  a  score  of  riders,  and  Buffer  their 
horses  to  dash  away  untouched,  even  in  the  de- 
gree of  a  wasp's  sting ! 

They  had  hy  this  time  ascended  to  the  battle- 
ments of  a  tower  that  flanked  the  gate ;  and 
Clencham  paused  a  moment  before  issuing  his 
final  ordei's.  But  no  sooner  had  he  gained  t 
view  of  the  ground  below,  than  he  beckoned 
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luB  men  forward,  exclaiming,  "  We  are  baffled 
of  our  prey  ! — Carse  on  my  lagging  so  in  talk. 
—The  portcullis  was  already  raised,  which  I 
reckoned  not  upon.  Look  how  he  thunders 
down  the  hill — the  dust  flying  beneath  his  good 
steed's  hoofs  as  in  deSance  of  our  threats.— 
Death  of  my  soul !  is  there  none  among  ye  will 
bend  bow  for  the  love  of  his  Lord  and  his  own 
feme  1 — Ha !  -  he  draws  bridle. — By  this  hand 
we  may  yet  reach  him. — What,  ho  !  Mark  Rin- 
grove,  and  Philip  Pick-the-plume — a  single  step 
forward — your  skill  is  known  iar  and  near— 
maintain  it  now,  and  ye  shall  never  be  sur- 
passed. He  looks  round — he  spurs  on  again 
^^h,  if  ye  can  but  stop  him -"" 

In  a  moment  the  two  powerful  cross-bow  men 
had  taken  their  stand,  and  each  bending  forward 
over  the  battlement,  bo  as  to  obtain  the  utmost 
possible  advantage,  brought  his  formidable  wea- 
pon to  its  proper  level. 

Two  square  headed  bolts  whizzed  through  the 
air,  and,  receiving  additional  impulse  from  theiT 
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downward  direclioD,  fell  but  a  few  paces 
the  Knight's  horse.  They  tore  up  the  soil^sorae 
particles  of  which  apparently  reached  him,  for 
he  turned  round — slackened  his  pace  for  a  fe# 
moments,  and  waved  his  hand  in  token  of  defr* 
ance ;  then,  dashing  his  spurs  still  deeper  to  hit 
horse's  flanks,  he  urged  him  furiously  down  the 
hill  towards  the  ford. 

"  The  curse  of  every  true  man  upon  his  head  ?^ 
said  the  disappointod  Captain : — ^^  two  moments 
sooner,  and  his  defiance  had  been  from  a  lower 
level.  There  was  both  skill  and  strength  dis- 
played,  though — albeit  thy  shaft  was  the  loser 
by  a  good  cloth-yard,  brother  Pick-the-plume, 
'Odspitikins^how  Mark's  quivered  as  it  plunged 
into  the  earth  !  would  its  bed  had  been  the  body 
of  that  foul  Knight !  But  it  was  willed  other* 
wise,  and  he  is  gone.  We  will  now  at  least  se^ 
•cure  all  behind  him,  and  must  be  content  to 
hope  that  vengeance  may  overtake  him  from 
some  more  mighty  arm  than  ours,  as  surely  it 
will,  if  there  be  justice  in  Heaven." 
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The  Captain  turned  to  depart — followed  by 
his  men ;  but,  as  if  a  thought  had  suddenly 
struck  him,  he  stopped, — "  Were  there  not  a 
couple  of  men-at-arms  with  De  Vertain  ?" 
be  said,  "  truly  I  had  forgotten  them ;  and  as 
they  went  not  forth,  we  may  yet  be  in  time  to 
pray  of  them,  in  all  conrtesy,  that  they  stay  and 
taste  the  good  cheer  of  our  deepest  dungeon. 
Then  we  have  to  deal  with  your  four  comrades, 
who  have  been  infected  with  this  traitor  fever. 
A  gallows  from  the  battle  ments  were  their  fitting 
cure ;  but  we  will  not  take  it  upon  ourauthority 
to  be  BO  brief:  we  will  give  them  a  good  leech- 
ing of  hard  bread  and  unqnalified  water,  not 
omitting  a  sufBcient  allowance  of  shackles  and 
prison  bars;  so  shall  they  be  kept  in  hfc  until 
the  pleasure  of  our  Lady  be  known  concerning 
them.  Now,listen,mymasters;  four  of  you  to  the 
portal — up  drawbridge  and  down  portcullis,  as 
though  aa  enemy  were  at  the  gate ; — four  more 
to  the  stable,  where  you  must  secure  these 
knaves'  horses.  You,  Mark  Ringrove,  who  are 
b3 
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Tbej  hni!  hSBrd  by  funs, 
Of  tliii  10  noble  tad  to  (ur  wwunbly 
Thia  oigbt  lo  meel  him. 


In  that  m^mficent  liall  of  the  keep  of  Dover, 
wbich  was  either  wholly  built,  or  mainly  beau- 
tified by  Henry  the  Second,  had  the  degenerate 
son  of  that  great  monarch,  upon  the  morning 
following  the  events  we  have  narrated,  assembled 
all  that  now  remained  to  him  of  liis  once 
splendid  court. 

The  King  bad  travelled  rapidly,  and  almost 
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of  a  tender  heart  where  bright  eyes  are  cod- 
oetned,  may  go  find  out  our  Lady's  bower- 
niiudcn,  Mistress  Ida ;  we  must  leam  how  tbe 
escape  of  the  Lady  Bertha  was  executed.  The 
rest  may  follow  me,  and  we  will  man  the  walls 
to  the  best  ad  vantage. 
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in  diBguise,  from  the  north  of  England,  for  the 
purpose  of  calling  around  him  the  few  noblei 
whose  ardour  had  not  flagged  in  his  cause,  and 
who  still  remained  faithful  to  him,  in  spite  of  Us 
tyranny,  his  fickleness,  and  his  repeated  invasions 
of  their  rights  and  immunities. 

He  had  left  that  army  of  mercenaries,  so  well 
stigmatized  by  a  quaint  old  chronicler,  as  ''  the 
ministers  of  the  Devil,  and  the  guards  of  Sa- 
thanas,"  under  the  command  of  two  foreigners, 
Savaric  de  Mauleon  and  Geoffrey  de  Butcville, 
and  had  hastened  to  Dover,  accompanied  by 
the  Earls  of  Salisbury  and  Albemarle,   and  a 
few  Kjiights  of  inferior  note,  that  he  might  make 
arrangements  for  the  co-operation  of  the  Lord 
Constable  De  Burgh,  and  invest  that  brave  and 
loyal  Knight,  with  the  sole  command   of  the 
royal  forces  both  feudal  and  mercenary. 

With  the  earliest  dawn,  the  news  of  the 
King's  arrival  had  gone  forth,  and  he  caus^ 
proclamation  to  be  made  in  the  surrounding 
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country  that  at  the  hour  of  noon  he  would  hold 
a  high  assembly,  at  which  all  the  nobles, 
knights,  ami  churchmen,  who  could  possibly 
reach  Dover  in  time,  were  required  to  be  pre- 
sent. 

Ill  pursuance  of  this  mandate,  even  before  the 
apiwinted  hour,  the  great  hall  presented  a  scene 
of  solemn  magnificence,  which  at  the  first  glance 
might  have  deceived  the  beholder  into  a  belief 
that  the  changeful  breeze  of  popularity  once 
more  swelled  the  sails  of  the  equally  fickle 
John.  But  the  haggard  and  care-worn  micii  of 
the  King  himself,  and  the  suspicious  looks  with 
which  he  regarded  all  who  approached  him,  the 
lowering  brows  of  the  nobles  and  churchmen, 
as  they  paced  the  hal),  conversing  in  knots  upon 
the  political  events  of  the  day,  and  their  cold 
constrained  bearing  towards  him,  told  plainly 
that  the  mutual  suspicion  was  not  without  foun- 
dation,  and  that  even  among  the  Barons  who 
favoured  his  cause,  John  was  rather  honoured 
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as  the  representative  of  feudal  eoTereignty  than 
beloved  as  the  companion  of  their  toils,  and  the 
partner  of  their  glory. 

The  chair  of  state,  usually  appointed  to  the 
governor  of  the  castle,  had  been  for  the  present 
occasion  hastily  fitted  up  as  a  throne ;  and  while 
the  King,  overcome  with  languor,  reclined  un- 
easily upon  its  velvet  cushions,  tlie  Governor, 
Hubert  de  Burgh,  sat  on  his  nght  hand,  sar- 
Teying  the  assembly  with  an  untroubled  brow, 
■nd  with  that  majestic  dignity  so  natural  to 
him.  The  chair  on  the  King's  left-hand  wa» 
61Ied  by  Walter  de  Grey,  the  Archbishop  of 
York.  Tliere  were  several  other  seats  on  either 
eide,  occupied  by  some  of  the  lending  Church- 
men and  warriors  of  the  royal  party.  Among 
the  ecclesiastics,  the  most  pre-eminent  for  learn- 
ing, or  political  importance  wore,  Gallo  the  Car- 
dinal Legate,  the  Bishop  of  Rochester,  the 
haughty  Abbot  of  Reading,  and  Peter,  Bishop 
ef  Winchester;  of  whom  the  two  last  had  jast 
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rendered  John  good  service,  in  publishing  the 
Papal  excommuiucatioQ  against  the  rebellioiu 
BaroDs,  in  direct  opposition  to  the  will  of  Ste* 
phen  Langton,  the  Primate. 

The  nobles,  who  formed  this  sad  remnant  of 
a  feudal  court,  were  indeed  few  in  number  ;  but 
there  were  among  them  names  which  would 
have  done  honour  to  any  cause,  and  which,  in- 
deed, imparted  a  ray  of  brightness  to  the  down- 
fall of  that  which  they  had  embraced.  There 
stood,  with  folded  arms,  and  his  dark  eye  fijted 
in  stem  contemplation  on  the  oaken  floor,  the 
fenious  William  Longsword,  Earl  of  Salisbury, 
natural  brother  to  the  King,  who  was  one  of  the 
first  to  throw  off  his  allegiance  when  he  dis- 
covered the  bad  use  John  made  of  his  victories. 
Wear  him  sat  the  Dukes  of  Hereford  and  Nor^ 
folk,  conversing  together  in  low  but  angry  ac- 
cents, and  casting  from  time  to  time  such 
glances  towards  the  King  as  plainly  sbowed  of 
whom  they  spoke,  and  the  feehngs  which  thqr 
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ftt  heart  entertained  towards  him.  Still  nearer 
to  the  throne  might  be  seen  Geffrey  Fitz-Piera, 
the  stout  Earl  of  Essex,  and  liis  son  ^^^illialu  de 
Mandeville,  who,  by  the  way,  had  of  late  shown 
himself  more  friendly  to  the  cause  of  the  rebel- 
lious Barons  than  was  pleasing  to  his  father. 
There,  too,  with  soiled  attire,  that  spoke  their 
late  rapid  journpy,  were  seated  together  the 
renowned  Earl  of  Albemarle,  Dc  Ferrare,  Earl 
of  Derby;  Randolph,  Earl  of  Chester;  and 
Marcschal,  Earl  of  Pembroke.  Of  these,  the 
two  last,  upon  the  death  of  King  John,  shortly 
ftfterwards,  placed  the  crown  upon  the  head  of 
the  young  Prince  Henry,  and  summoned  the 
Barons  of  the  realm  to  swear  allegiance  to  him. 
Then  there  was  the  brave,  but  treacherous 
Richard  de  Peiey,  who,  though  in  truth  a  finn 
adherent  of  the  malcontents,  sought  to  secure 
the  favour  of  his  feudal  Lord,  the  loyal  Earl  of 
Chester,  by  appearing  among  the  supporters  of 
the  King ;  and  Henry  de  Bohun,  who  had  coom 
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over  to  the  royal  party  upon  his  marriage  with 
the  Lady  Maude,  the  oaly  daughter  of  Geffrey 
Fitz-Picrs ;  and  the  young  Knight,  Sir  William 
de  Colingeham,  afterwards  so  famous  for  the 
valour  and  skill  with  which  he  persecuted  the 
invading  army,  followed  only  hy  a  band  of 
English  archers. 

Besides  these  there  were  many  Knights,  whose 
names,  though  of  less  celebrity,  are  still  to 
be  found  in  contemporary  records,  and  many 
more  whose  fame  has  not  survived  their  own 
brief  lives,  of  whom  it  will  suffice  to  say,  that 
some  adhered  to  King  Jolin,  because  they  were 
accustomed  to  consider  the  cause  of  loyalty  the 
best  of  all  causes ;  some,  because  he  seemed 
likely  to  have  the  best  of  the  contest  in  the  end ; 
Eome,  not  only  because  liis  stipulated  pay  waa 
the  highest,  but  because  there  was  the  greatest 
likelihood  of  obtaining  grants  of  land  in  consw 
deration  of  valuable  services  :  some,  they  knew 
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not.  why,  and  who,  doabtlessy  would  be  as  easlj 
induced  to  adhere  to  the  other  party,  wheneicr 
curcamstances  should  throw  the  temptalka  m 
their  way. 

Such  was  the  assembly  which  King  Jofao  acm 
•unreyed  with  fedings  so  vjery  mixed  in  natni^ 
that  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  whether  newlj 
aroused  fear^disappointedhcq^orwounded  pride, 
lield  the  foremost  place  in  his  thoughts.     Hov- 
ereri.  they  all  contributed  their  proportion  to- 
wards increasing  the  natural  scowl  of  his  hiow, 
and  drawing  his  features  into  an  expression  moie 
than  usually  harsh  and  disagreeable :  and  them 
is  no  doubt  that  the  speech,  which  he  afterwaids 
addressed,  and  which  hath  been  carefully  pie*- 
senred  by  Bernard  us,  savoured  strongly  of  the 
same  qualities.      We    would  willingly   derott 
Bome  pages  to  this  royal  speech,  together  with 
•undry  other  grave  matters,  but  that  we  aie 
mindful  of  our  promise  to  our  &ir  readers.    Wa 
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will,  therefore,  pass  it  over,  aod  hasten  to  relate, 
that  in  the  middle,  or  peradventure  rather  to- 
wards the  end,  of  a  very  warm  discus^on,  touch- 
ing the  part  of  the  coast  on  which  the  Dauphin 
was  likely  to  land,  the  whole  assembly  were 
startled  by  a  trumpet  blast  sounded  in  the  court 
without,  so  loud  and  shrill,  that  it  seemed  to 
ehake  the  very  ground  beneath  their  feet.  And, 
indeed,  the  King  afterwurds  declared  that  the 
sound  ceased  not  to  ring  In  his  ears  during  the 
whole  day  and  a  great  portion  of  the  night. 

At  the  pi-esent  moment  he  started  to  his  feet, 
exclaiming  angrily,  and  in  a  voice  which  might 
almosthavedrowned  that  of  the  trumpet,  "Light 
of  our  eyes !  who  dares  cause  this  disturbance 
atfiuch  a  moment? — By  this  annointed  head 
he  shall  rue  his  boldness,  tliough  he  were  our 
dearest  friend  !  Wliat,  ho !  there — let  a  Pur- 
suivant stand  forth." 

A  Pursuivant  stepped  from  among  the  crowd. 


^; 
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and  remained  humbly  awaiting  the  royal  com^ 
mands;  but  in  the  meantime  the  Lord  Coii» 
stable  spoke  apart  with  the  King.  '^  I  beseedk 
your  Highness/'  he  said,  ^'^not  to  be  over  has^ 
.in  this  matter.'* 

''  This  is  truly  a  fit  time  to  endanger  the  loss 
of  a  friend  by  stickling  for  a  little  wind  nune 
or  less  in  a  trumpeter'^s  cheeks,''  whispered  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  contemptuously,  to  the  Lord 
Constable. — **  Let  it  not  be,  De  Burgh — nip 
the  folly  i'th'  bud,  or  t'will  blow  to  absolute 
madness — see,  how  my  royal  brother  chafes, 
like  a  lion  beneath  his  keeper " 

The  King  inclined  towards  his  counsellor  with 
his  usual  impatience  of  advice,  and  replied  with 
more  than  his  usual  petulance  and  aspeiity^, 
^*  Nay,  I  will  not  be  ruled  in  this.  Sir  Constable 
— ^what,  shall  we  have  no  observance  ?  shall  we 
lack  the  very  *  God  save  your  Majesty'  of 
our  subjects?    Are  our  ears  to  be  deafened 


THE  FILGBIH  BBOTBBK5.  ]6fi- 

by  monstrous  and  uoheard-of  blasts,  Buch 
as  that?  Some  rude  Baron,  I  warrant,  who 
haying " 

But  the  Constable's  alarm  was  so  great,  lest 
in  Iiis  present  mood  the  King  should  say  some- 
thing offensive  to  the  fiery  nobles  around  him,, 
that  he  forcibly  drew  him  back  to  the  throne, 
and  with  unwonted  energy  of  manner  entreated 
him  to  let  the  matter  rest.  "  Bethink  you,  my 
Uege,  it  may  announce  some  person  with  infor- 
mation affecting  the  state's  weal — let  him  be 
admitted,  at  least  with  courtesy — rebuke  may 
be  justly  given  afterwards." 

To  this  argument,  John  thought  he  might 
yield,  without  compromising  hia  puerile  ideas  of 
free  agency.  "Well,  good  Hubert,  let  it  be  so," 
be  said.  "Now  hark  ye.  Sir  Pursuivant,  it  is 
our  pleasure  that  you  do  duly  inquire  into'  this 
insolent  summons;  and  if  it  shall  appear  that 
the  comer  is  bent  upon  any  thing  short  of  state 
Diatters,   by  Heaven's  glory  you  shall  attach 
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him  !    Away.     To  the  court,  Sir,  and  tarry  aoL 
We  shall  await  your  retam—  ■  " 

The  Pursuivant  bowed  low,  and  rai&ii^  his 
truncheon  of  office,  made  way  through  the  crowd 
towards  the  door  of  the  hall.  The  issue  will  be 
shown  hereafter. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


inlon.  How  DOW,  pod  gcntlerooD. — Thf  nsvi — 
LucnW.  Are  bid— f 

Tha  bosiaets  bntb  miscarti'ed.     Dfnth'a  cold  hand 
E'coDoir  ia  preued  upon  Monlilto's  lips. 
^BMn.  That  it  nuj  h*!  tliem  quickly  is  mj  pmyer. 

The  Fatal  SEcmn. 


We  last  caught  a  glimpse  of  Sir  Tristan  (in 
point  of  time  though  not  of  narrative)  aa  he  was 
Bpurring  fiercely  through  the  forest,  to  all  ap- 
pearence,  close  upon  the  track  of  the  Lady  Ber- 
tha and  her  protectors. 

A»  was  afterwards  showOf  howerer,    enelt 
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pursuit  proved  vain,  ia  coosequence  of  the 
direction  which  the  fugitive  party  had  taken, 
and  while  Bertha  followed  the  secure,  thoogh 
difficult  path  which  led  to  the  cell  of  Waif* 
BholmCi  the  Knight  continued  along  the  main 
path  towards  Dover,  impressed  with  the  cer- 
tainty that  the  object  of  his  pursuit  was  hdort 
him,  and  convinced  that  he  must  at  length 
come  up  with  her. 

His  vexation  and  disappointment  were  ex- 
treme, when,  after  having  ridden  many  miles  at 
a  furious  pace,  he  found  his  steed  almost  sinking 
under  him  from  very  v^reariness,  while  the  object 
of  his  anxiety  seemed  as  far  from  him  as  ever. 
Nor  was  his  anger  at  all  diminished  by  the  cir- 
cumstance of  his  not  having  yet  been  joined  by 
his  two  men-at-arms,  to  whom  he  had  given 
such  particular  directions  as  to  the  course  they 
should  take  in  following  him ;  and  in  the  irritation, 
of  his  mind,  he  never  reflected  that  their  arrival 
might  have  been  prevented  by  two  very  pro- 
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bable  causea :  Either  that  they  were  actually 
made  prisoners,  or  that  their  dejiarture  had  been 
delayed  by  the  archers,  who  beheld  hia  own  de- 
parture. 

In  this  mood  he  at  length  reached  a  point 
where  two  glades  of  the  forest  crossed  one  an- 
other, and  perceiving  by  this  time  the  absolute 
necessity  fur  allowing  his  exhausted  courser  a 
few  minutes  of  rest,  he  drew  up,  and  sprung  from 
his  saddle.  Just  aa  his  feet  touched  the  earth, 
he  was  startled  by  a  loud  rustling  among  the 
trees  and  underwood  behind  him.  Grasping 
firmly  his  drawn  sword,  he  stepped  towards  the 
spot  whence  the  noise  had  proceeded,  and  was 
about  to  thrust  his  long  blade  into  an  open 
space  in  the  bushes,  when  an  object  was  sud- 
denly presented  to  his  view,  at  which,  in  spite 
of  the  alarm  it  at  first  occasioned  him,  he  could 
not  forbear  laughing  aloud.  It  was  the  head, 
and  neck  of  a  lean  and  ill-favoured  horse,  rudely 
accoutred  for  battle,  which  appeared  thrust  from 
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J  (j(  eeatre  of  a  thick  clump  of  oak  leaves, 
Ute  Sottom'B  "  transformed  ecalp,"  in  the  fairy 
j„ffffl-  of  Titania-  The  beast  seemed  to  feel  quite 
g5  audi  surprise  at  beholding  a  human  being 
(j  its  own  sudden  appearance  had  caused  the 
gnight,  and  after  having  peered  upon  him  with 
dull  laek-histre  eyes,  for  a  short  time,  It  jumped 
leisurely  over  a  low  but  thick  bramble  iuto  the 
pathway. 

Sir  Tristan  was  not  suffered  to  remain  long 
ignorant  of  the  cause  of  this  singular  apparition ; 
for  he  presently  heard  a  voice  which  he  recog- 
nised as  that  of  Launce  Crofton,  one  of  his  own 
free  companions,  speaking  aloud  in  the  wood, 
as  if  he  were  addressing  some  animal  of  the 
brute  creation.  "  Soft,  good  Robin,"  cried  he 
— "  take  not  your  two  bounds  to  my  one. — Soh .' 
my  gentle  beast — over  there-^what  ails  thee  — 

good " 

This  invocation  to  the  gaunt  Robin  was 
gpeedily  followed  by  the  appearance  of  the 
Bpeaker  himself,  who,  haying  clumsilylsc rambled 
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over  tlie  bushes,  stood  in  considerable  amaze- 
ment before  his  master. 

Many  and  hurried  were  the  questions  with 
which  the  Knight  plied  liis  follower,  touching 
the  cause  of  hia  appearance  at  that  place  and  at 
that  precise  moment — nor  will  his  eagemeas  be 
matter  of  wonder,  when  it  is  recollected  that  this 
Launce  Crofton  was  amo-ng  the  free  companions 
who  had  formed  the  escort  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy. 
"  By  Saint  George,  we  are  well  met,  beau 
Sire,"  said  Launce,  when  he  had  recovered  his 
breath  and  collected  his  scattered  thoughts,  "al- 
beit, my  wonderment  at  beholding  you  equals 
yours  at  beholding  me,  I  am  now  on  my  way  to 
Chilliam,  where  I  looked  to  find  you — but  as  I 
have  thus  come  across  you — why,  all  I  can  say 
is — God  mend  your  patience  to  hear  the  titbnga 
I  bear. — " 

"Fool,  dally  not,"  exclaimed  the  Knight  impa- 
tiently; "  time  is  precious — tell  me  that  it  ended 
well,  and  I  am  satisfied  to  waive  the  detail." 
i2 
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"  It  ended,  indeed,"  replied  Launce — "  wouM 
I  might  add  with  you—well." 

"  How,  Sirrah  !"  exclaimed  the  Kiiight,  turn- 
ing deadly  pale,  and  trembling  between  impa- 
tience and  alarm,  "  caii  it  be  that  you  are  the 
bearer  of  any  but  good  tidings?  Speak — I  en- 
treat— command  you — keep  me  not  in  suspense 
— eay — how  sped  the  attack^ — How  many  of 
you  fell  i  And  who  struck,  the  blow  ?" — 

"  Ay,  there  is  the  point,"  replied  the  free 
Launce,  "  the  Barou  lives— unhurt-— and  Black 
Guilbert  is  either  gone  to  where  we  must  all  go 
- — or  still  worse — yet  lingers  to  betray  you  to 
your  foes." 

De  Vertain  clasped  his  hands — groaned  deeply, 
and  in  silence  signed  Jtis  follower  to  go  on. 
Launce  obeyed. 

"When  the  party  appointed  for  the  attack 
came  in  sight,  Guilbert,  to  make  a  fair  show  of 
defence,  and  to  maintain  his  character,  bade 
me  spur  forward  to  the  band  of  Archers,  and 
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bring  back  succour  to  the  Lord  of  Chilham.  I 
obeyed,  to  all  appearance,  and  dashed  up  the 
glade  till  a  bend  in  the  path  and  some  tall  oaks 
hid  me  from  all  behind.  Then,  mark  you,  beau 
Sire — did  I  turn  me  about,  and  plunge  into  the 
thicket.  I  bore  slightly  away — but  came  back 
nearly  to  the  spot  where  our  band  was  by  this 
time  fiercely  engaged,  as  I  may  say,  with  itself.  I 
drew  up,  and  liovering  about  them,  noted  well  the 
progress  of  the  combat.  Twas  long  and  bloody. 
The  murderers  (saving  your  Worship's  presence) 
fought  like  raging  wolves,  though  their  blades 
were  at  their  comrades'  throats — and  the  defence 
was  as  well  mamtained .  The  old  Baron  bore  him- 
,  Belf  bravely — insomuch  that  I  blushed — pardon 
me  the  thought — to  have  taken  part  in  so  foul  a 
deed.  In  time  the  good  old  man  seemed  to 
grow  weary,  and  well  he  might,  for  he  was 
hemmed  in  like  a  stag  at  bay.  One  of  hia 
Esquires  had  already  fallen — and  Sir  Ralpli  and 
tbe  other  were  all  bat  beaten  down,  when — 
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with  the  Bweep  of  a  whirlwind — there  conies  up 
a  troop  of  horeemen  ebouting  the  b;ttt1e-cry  of 
the  De  Lucy :  and  who  should  head  them  but 
the  young  Knight  of  Montalbai\  himself — Hell 
and  furies,  nliat  work  was  there  then ! — In  * 
twinkling,  the  gallant  young  geotleumii  cams 
liuu  out  a  cleai'  passage  up  to  the  Baion,  by 
hcH-ing  down  his  man  on  either  side — 'fore  God, 
never  saw  I  the  like  of  tliose  two  sword-cuts, — 
Talk  of  King  Richard '. — Right  went  one,  and 
leR  the  other,  like  the  two  sails  of  a  mill.  I 
Terily  believe  a  couple  of  seconds  later,  and  tha 
old  Knight  and  his  Esquirc  would  both  hare 
been  laid  low,  for  the  two  gigantic  brothers  of 
Brubant  were  upon  th«m. — But  Sir  Roloud'a 
double-handed  swoid   brought  them  and  theit 

battle-axes  alike  to  the  earth " 

"  And  thou,  Launce,"  exclaimed  Sir  Tristan, 
who  had  dropped  his  horse's  bridle  and  con- 
tinued  walking  rapidly  to  and  fro  on  (Jie  green^ 
award.     "  ViUaio — cowaxd — couldst  thou  itand 
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by,  lookup  calmly  on,  while  thy  comrades  were 
thus  mowed  down?  Didst  thou  not  rush  in  and 
strike  one  good  blow  for  De  Vertain's  cause  1 
Yet  'tis  ever  tlius  witli  those  of  your  trade — no 
drop  of  blood  but  what  19  stipulated,  and  paid 
for  beforehand.  Go  on — say,  who  sent  my  black 
Esquire's  soul  to  hell  before  his  time — if  indeed 
eo  much  kindness  has  been  done  me " 

"  Truly,  you  speak  well,  beau  Sire,  if  he  hath 
gone  without  making  a  confeEsion ;  but  I  have 
my  fears  on  that  score.  I  saw  not  who  wounded 
Guilbert,  neither  can  I  tell  the  nature  of  his 
hurts.  But  since  he  took  especial  care  to  hang 
aloof  from  the  fight,  I  dare  swear  one  of  the 
horsemen  caught  him  on  his  lance's  point,  for 
their  first  charge  wrought  piteous  work." 

"  Tell  me  then,  what  thou  sawest  of  him  when 
the  combat  was  ended." 

"  I  had  fastened  my  horse  to  the  hanging 
branch  of  a  tree,  and  advanced  to  the  very  edge 
of  the  wood,  where,  crouchmg  beneath  the  fern. 
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I  saw  what  passed.  There  lay  black  Guilbert, 
among  the  gashed  and  bloody  corses  of  our 
brave  band.  From  a  w-ound  in  his  side  his  life's 
blood  was  pouring  like  raia-water.  His  face  was 
so  pale  that  I  thought  him  already  fit  for  nought 
but  a  winding-sheet — his  eyes  were  closed,  and, 
his  teeth  clenched  as  if  in  the  last  agonies — near 
him  knelt  Sir  Roland  de  Montalban  and  the 
Baron,  and  if  I  mistake  not,  to  them  he  was 
Bpeaking.  Sir  Roland  had  just  stanched  his 
wound  with  a  kerchief.  After  this  I  cannot  tell 
whether  he  spoke,  for  a  crowd  had  gathered 
round  him ;  but  I  was  able  to  catch  the  words — 
'  Father  Ambrose' — '  leech' — and,  'Walfsholme." 
Thereupon  they  lost  no  time  in  making  a  rude 
sort  of  litter,  on  which  GuJlbert  was  placed  with 
all  care  and  tenderness,  and  the  whole  party 
moved  away.  I  tarried  not,  hut  cut  across  the 
forest,  that  I  might  the  sooner  reach  Chilham 
and  make  known  to  you  the  failure," 

"  And,  doubtless,"  said  De  Vcrtain,  pursuing 
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his  own  train  of  thought,  "  they  are  gone  to  the 
cell,  where  that  shaven  hypocrite,  Ambrose,  livea 
by  dealing  forth  lies.  Tell  me,  Lamice,  was  the 
place  far  from  the  hermitage  ?  But  it  matters 
not — they  will — they  must  reach  it." 

He  turned  away  and  walked  rapidly  up  the 
glade,  ae  if  anxious  to  escape  from  the  obsei^ 
ration  of  his  follower.  Then  giving  way  to  the 
bitterness  of  his  feelings,  he  said  to  himself, 
with  violent  gestures,  and  a  voice  broken  with 
emotion,  "  There,  if  the  black  Esquire  still 
breathes,  they  will  persuade  him  to  ease  his  own 
soul — out  upon  it— 'twill  be  news  to  the  black 
knave  that  he  has  a  soul — I  never  told  it  him  ; 
but  the  artful  priest  will  talk  of  hopes  and 
mercies,  and  crucifixes,  and  draw  from  him  a 
confession  not  of  his  own — but  his  master's 
crimes — that  is  the  word.  Yes,  here  I  am,  like 
the  gallant  beast  that  in  his  day  has  run  down 
his  own  game,  but  is  at  length  himself  brought 
i3 
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fHttf  >t  ^  ^'i^^  there  remains  no  way 
^^  ?— no  path — how  bloody  I  care  not-^ 
^^Ktb  1  myBcir  may  rush  from  the  impend- 
^tti^     Shall  it  all— all— be  made  known? 
^  m  the  presence  too  of  the  assembled  B»- 
^  *f  England — many  of  tliem  my  superiors 
,ju*  <if  them  my  peers  ?     Shall  it  be  told  is 
^  prraence  of  the  brave — the  beautiful — the 
nitrites — the  exalted  of  this  fair  realm  ?     Shall 
(^proclaimed  manswom — murderer — recreant, 
before  those  who  have  looked  on  me  as  coe  ua- 
l|K>tted  in  fame,  and  unbending  in  integrity? 
Ch,  it  is  too  horrible  to  tliink  ou — away  with  it ! 
But,  alas .'  what — what  must  be  the  reality,  if 
the  iiltuduw  is  thus  maddening  to  my  braiD  ?" 
AihI  Uir  miserable  aian,  who  had  stifled  every 
I  Ihrliug  of  remorse,  and  had  never  yet  staffed  at 
I  Ibe  deep  voice  of  conscieuce,  who  could  not  be 
I  Moved  at  the  thought  of  the  dreadful  crime  he 
l^td  attempted,  noo'  of  the  misery  he  had  been 
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about  to  bring  upon  so  many  fcUow-creatures, 
pressed  bis  hands  to  his  burning  brow,  and  shed 
tears  of  bitter  agony  at  the  picture  his  own  ima- 
gmation  conjured  up  of  shame  and  degradation 
before  the  assembled  chivalry  of  EDgland. 
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Manhal,    In'God*8  name  and  the  King's,  ny  who  thou  art. 
And  why  thou  com'st,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms : 
Against  what  man  thou  com'st,  and  what  thy  qoarrel : 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thy  oath  ; 
And  so  defend  thee,  Heaven,  and  thy  ralour ! 

StfAKSPEAHB. 

Impatiently  was  the  return  of  the  Pur- 
suivant looked  for  by  the  assembly,  and  the 
general  silence  with  which  his  communication  to 
the  throne  was  awaited,  proclaimed  the  anxiety 
excited  by  the  interruption. 

''  Well,  Sir  Pursuivant,"  was  the  petulant  de- 
mand of  the  King,  when  that  officer  agam 
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appeared  at  the  foot  of  the  dais,  "And  who 
may  be  this  [wtentate — this  mighty  one,  who 
approaches  tlie  presence  with  so  vast  a  braying 
of  trumpets  ?  Or  haply  is  he  of  such  lofty  pre- 
tensions tiiat  he  stoops  not  to  the  indignity  of 
revealing  his  name,  save  in  our  own  presence. 
Speak,  Sirrah  ! — nor  garnish  thy  delivery  with 
the  mopes  and  raowes  so  much  in  vogue  with 
those  of  thy  condition." 

In  spite  of  this  injunction,  the  Pursuivant 
bent  towards  the  King  a  stiff  official  bow,  which 
lasted  nearly  a  minute,  and  not  till  his  body 
had  attained  its  wonted  peipendicular,  did  he 
reply,  "  May  it  please  your  Highness,  the  trum- 
pets which  whilere  assailed  your  royal  ears — for 
it  is  my  duty  to  maktt  known  to  your  High- 
ness that  a  shrillness  so  unwonted  was  oc- 
casioned by  the  exquisite  skill  displayed  in 
blowing  two  distinct  trumpets  at  the  same 
moment — were  those  of  your  liege  subjects.  Sir 
Ralph  de  Lucy,  Lord  of  the  barony  of  Chilham, 
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JIB 

jIo/aBtJ  of  the  Silver  or  Rising  Falcon, 

/^e manor  of  Montalban." 

,iW  wherefore,  in  the  name   of   all    the 

-j^„ "  exclaimed  the  King,  "  do  they  come 

.'(A  a  din   that   would    awaVen   the    serea 

lepers  ?  and  being  come,  why  enter  tliey  not 

^out  more  ado? " 

Xbe  Constable  cast  a  meaning  look  towards 
jy5  master,  as  if  he  would  have  said,  *'  Was  not 
py  caution  well  gronnded  ?" 

The  King  replied  by  a  shrug,  which  seemed 
(0  say  "  I  was  well  advised,  but  I  will  not  ac- 
Itnowledge  it." 

In  the  mean  time,  the  Pursuivant  was  occu- 
med  in  prefacing  his  reply  with  another  reve- 
rence that  almost  blew  into  a  flame  the  smoul- 
dering ashes  of  the  King's  wTatli.  But  ha 
commenced  juEt  in  time  with,  "  They  crave  your 
Highness  to  pardon  tliem  for  the  lateness  of 
their  attendance,  the  causes  whereof  they  b^ 
iaaion  to  explain ;  and  they  have  the  enu- 
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neat  felicity  of  escorting  that  most  peerless  of 
English  Damsels,  the  Lady  Bertha  de  Lucy, 
whom,  for  reasons  hereaf^r  to  be  shown,  they 
pray  especially  to  introduce  to  your  royal 
notice." 

"  God's  life— my  Lords,"  exclaimed  the  King, 
forgetting  in  his  anger  a.t  so  unseasonable  an 
interruption,  all  the  gallantry  whicli  his  own 
high  station  and  the  courtesy  of  that  chivalrous 
age  should  have  pointed  out  to  him,  "  could 
not  our  lieges  find  a  more  fitting  season  for 
thrusting  their  distressed  damsels  upon  our 
notice,  than  the  present,  when  the  fate  of  the 
whole  country  is  hanging  upon  our  counsels  ? 
I  warrant  this  fair  Lady,  now,  a  petitioner 
for  redress  against  some  Brabantine  free  Cap- 
tain, who  hath  broken  open  the  mews,  and 
twisted  the  neck  of  her  favourite  Goshawk,  or 
laid  saciilegious  hands  on  the  true  love-knot 
sent  her  by  her  errant  Knight " 

Here  the  King  suddenly  checked  himself. 
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percaving  many  indications  of  disgust  in  the 
nobles  around  him  at  this  speech  ;  iben,  affecting 
to  treat  the  manner  less  jocosely,  he  continnedt 
as  if  his  mind  had  suddenly  embraced  a  new  idea. 
''  ByV  Lady,  though  now  I  do  rememberme— 
there  be  few  men  of  sufficient  daring  to  cross 
the  good  Knight,  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain,  in  his 
love:  and  I  have  heard  say  he  affects  ths 
maiden  hugely— nay,  it  hath  been  whispeiedt 
that  he  is  favourably  looked  on  both  by  father 
and  daughter. — Ha !  my  Lord  of  Essex,  your 
eye  is  upon  me — have  you,  peradventure,  been 

enlightened  thereon V* 

The  noble  Earl  thus  addressed,  as  well  as 
many  others,  started  in  amazement  at  this  coarse 
and  public  allusion  to  the  private  affections  of  a 
maiden  so  beautiful,  and  so  high-bom.  Indeed, 
some  who  knew  more  than  their  neighbours  of 
the  private  affairs  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  beheld 
in  the  ELing's  words  neither  more  nor  less  than 
a  declaration  of  his  willingness  to  support  the 
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pretensions  of  his  favourite,  De  Vertain,  in  spite 
of  the  attachment  supposed  mutually  to  exist 
between  the  Lady  Bertha  and  the  Knight  of 
Montalban. 

Among  thijse  was  the  Earl  of  Essex,  who  ac- 
cordingly replied  coldly  t»  the  King's  demand, 
"  It  hath  pleased  yourHighness  to  question  me  of 
matters  which  doubtless  have  been  more  openly 
revealed  to  yourself  than  to  any  one  present  in 
this  assembly.  But,  if  I  must  speak,  I  swear 
by  my  father's  tomb  that  I  never  heard  the 
name  of  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain  coupled  with  that 
of  the  beautiful  Lady  of  Chilham.  Nay,  Sire, 
on  the  contrary,  the  devotion  of  the  noble  Knight 
of  Montalban  to  that  dajnsel  is  in  all  men's 
mouths;— the  more  so,  that  it  hath  been  r&- 
corded  in  the  books  of  every  herald,  and  every 
minstrel  within  the  four  seas.  Nor  did  a 
worthier,  or  more  gentle  Knight,  ever  seek  to 
win  smile  or  favour  of  lady  bright ;  and,  by  the 
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bith  of  a  belted  Earl,  none  can  wish  success  to 
Uft  &uit  more  warmly  than  Geffrey  FiU  Piers  I" 
This  speech  was  followed  by  a  buzz  of  ap- 
plause from  the  whole  assembly,  while  the  King 
looked  round  with  an  angry  glance,  as  if  be 
would  have  Angled  out  some  individual  upon 
whom  to  wreak  his  vengeance.  But,  apparently, 
be  either  found  none^  or  thought  it  prudent  to 
check  his  rising  wrath,  for  instead  of  '"■■l''"g 
any  comment  upon  the  words  that  bad  &ileti 
from  the  stout  Earl,  he  turned  towards  tba 
Pursuivant,  and  exclaimed,  with  a  sorry  and 
unsuccessful  attempt  at  a  jest,  "  By  my  troth, 
we  are  suitable  purveyore  to  this  youi^  damsel, 
for  whiles  we  sit  in  high  debate  about  mating 
her  with  a  worthy  husband,  she  awaits,  staod- 
ing,  our  permission  to  enter.  Go,  Sir  Pursui- 
vant, and  carry  our  roj-al  welcome  to  the  Lady 
Beitha,  and  h&  two  noble  guardians ;  and  see, 
I  pray  you,  my  Lorda—  that  room  be  made  for 
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ibe  Lady  of  CbiLbam  aa  near  as  may  be  to  tht 
throne.  It  must  not  be  said  that  the  majesty 
of  England  is  wanting  in  devotion  to  beauty." 

The  Pursuivant  departed;  and  very  shortly 
the  doors  nere  thrown  open,  and  the  gallant 
trains  of  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  and  Sir  Roland 
Montalban  swept  along  the  hall.  The  Lady 
Bertha  was  supported  od  either  side  by  her 
father  and  Sir  Roland.  Tliis  Knight  now  ap 
peared  habited  in  a  manner  befitting  his  rank 
and  fame.  His  armour  was  of  steel,  inlaid  with 
burnished  gold.  On  his  helmet  he  bore  the 
gallant  Silver  Falcon,  which  was  the  badge  of 
his  bouse,  surmounted  by  a  lofty  plume  of  white 
feathers ;  while  on  his  surcoat  was  displayed  the 
same  noble  bird,  underneath  which  had  lately 
been  wrought  his  new  motto,  "  Elk  tne  suit 
fartoul."  His  visor  being  raised,  his  noble 
countenance  was  displayed  to  view,  and  it  was 
the  opinion  of  the  whole  assembly  that  Christ- 
endome  might  have  been  searched  throughout, 
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and  no  handsomer  pair  found  than  Beitha'.de 
Lucy  and  Roland  of  Montalban. 

The  party,  so  famed  for  its  loyalty  and  ieal| 
was  warmly  greeted  as  it  moved  up  the  hdl 
towards  the  throne ;  and  the  King,  though  his 
mind  misgave  him  that  something  was  about 
to  transpire  fatal  to  the  views  of  De  Vertain,  and 
who,  consequently,  could  not  behold  these  newly 
arrived  friends  with  any  degree  of  pleasure,  was 
fain  to  conceal  his  chagrin,  and  to  welcome 
them  with  an  appearance  of  warmth  which  he 
was  incapable  of  feeling  towards  them. 

'^  But  our  time  is  short,  my  Lord  of  Chil- 
ham,''  he  continued,  having  ended  his  salutation; 
''  and  the  matters  we  now  have  in  hand  are 
weighty.  We  must  take  early  order  with  our 
good  and  loyal  friends  for  quelling  this  unhappy 
-^tkis  unnatural  invasion.  We  must  (here  he 
inclined  his  head .  confidentially  towards  the 
Baron,  and  lowered  his  voice  to  a  pitch  denoting 
at  once  secrecy  and  importance)  try  to  heal 
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these  sad  divisions  among  the  nobles  of  our 
realm,"  Then,  resuming  his  former  tone,  ho 
proceeded,  "  Natheless  we  are  ever  willing  to 
aiford  counsel  and  aid  to  our  liege  subjects  and 
well-beloved  friends — and  to  few  among  these 
are  we  more  beholden  than  to  the  noble  de- 
ecendant  of  Fulbert  of  Dover,  Speak,  there-  ' 
fore,  good  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  and  inform  us, 
without  further  preamble,  wherefore  you  prayed 
our  especial  hearing  in  behalf  of  this  fair  crea- 
ture, whom  you  may  well  be  proud  to  call 
daughter." 

"  Alas,  my  royal  master,"  replied  the  old 
Knight,  "  would  that  this,  my  child,  were  the 
only  accuser  of  the  base  man  on  whom  justice 
18  about  to  be  demanded.  His  name,  Sire,  is 
one  that,  a  few  days  since,  I  would  have  exalted 
on  high,  and  held  myself  honoured  in  uttering — 
now — pah  ! — to  speak  it  well  nigh  chokes  me. 
Tristan  de  Vertain — I  see  your  Highness  is 
moved — and  you,  also,  my  friends — you  will  ba 
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deeply  so,  anon.'*  This  he  smid^  percerang  ditt 
mention  of  the  name  occasioned  a  general  mote* 
ment  of  surprise  and  anxiety  —  he  went  oo, 
^  Tristan  de  Vertain  is  the  man  against  whoa 
the  voice  of  justice  now  calls  in  tones  that  most 
— ^I  pray  your  Highness,  pardon  my  boldncao  ■ 
that  shall  be  heard.  Behold  now — ^we  are  thiee 
—and,  by  my  father's  crest,  I  swear^  we  each 
of  us  can  tell  that  of  him  would  cause  the  he- 
ralds to  scourge  him  from  every  list  in  Christen* 
dome,  and  give  his  knightly  spurs  to  be  hacked 
off  by  the  meanest  hind  that  ever  wielded  forest 
axe!'* 

The  King  was  observed  to  turn  deadly  pale, 
and  to  tremble  so  violently,  that  persons  at  a 
distance  from  the  throne  conceived  this  indig>* 
nant  invocation  of  justice  to  be  made  against 
himself.  In  truth,  he  plainly  saw  that  a  very 
strong  feeling  in  favour  of  the  accusers  already 
pervaded  the  whole  assembly,  which  he  doubted 
not  would  presently  be  much  increased ;  and  he 
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confessed  nithin  liis  own  mind,  that  at  no  time 
would  he  have  less  willingly  been  called  upon  to 
befriend  one  whose  cause  was  unpopular  with 
the  nobles,  than  at  the  present,  when  even  his 
warmest  friends  were  viewing  hia  conduct  with 
suspicions  eyes.  This,  however,  was  regarding 
the  matter  in  the  very  mildest  point  of  vieW! 
it  was  like  shiinking  from  the  tempest  at  the 
first  rising  of  the  thunder-cloud,  for  as  yet  he 
could  form  no  idea  «'hatever  of  the  accusation 
about  to  be  preferred  against  his  favourite. 
Nor  was  the  surprise  depicted  in  his  counte- 
nance by  any  means  assumed  or  unnatural,  for 
although  be  knew  Se  Vertain  to  be  ambitious, 
rapacious,  and  unrelenting,  and  believed  his 
general  language  to  be  specious  and  used  for  the 
purpose  of  blinding  the  world  to  his  real  charac- 
ter,  John  was  not  aware  of  any  crimes  committed 
by  him  which  could  be  followed  by  so  heavy  a 
malediction,  and  so  public  an  invocation  of 
justice  from  a  man  who  had  hitherto  never  been 
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X  tbaa  on  good  terms  witli  hin 


J,  efterefore,  did  the  King  demand   of  Sir 

j^  de  Lucy  the  catises  of  complaint  which 

ylad  to  ui^e  against  Sir  Tristan  de  Verlain. 

"  I  did  hope,"  said  the  Baron,  "  to  have  seen 

tliat  unworthy  Kuight  in  this  high   assembly; 

(lien  would  we  have  cast  our  accusations  in  hi* 

ftce,  and  dared  him  to  the  denial.     But,  behold 

the  power  of  conscience.     He  fears  to  encounter 

her  he  would  have  made  his  own  by  the  basest 

of  means — he  dares  not  face  him  whose  life  lie 

hath  sought  to  take  under  a  vile  disguise,  nor 

me  who,  but  for  the  mercy  of  Heaven  and  the 

arm  of  this  good  Knight,  must  yesterday  have 

fallen  beneath  the  blades  of  assassins — hired 

set  on  by  himself.  I  see  that  now,  indeed,  my 
story  moves  your  Highness,  and  you,  icx»,  my 
Doble  friends — I  marvel  not  it  should." 

The  wholly  assembly  stood  aghast  as  the 
Baron  ended  his  speech,  though  such  was  the 
ibwrbing  interest  felt  in  every  bosom,  that  no 
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single  word  was  uttered,  scarcely  even  a  breath 
drawn  throughout  the  vast  hall.  The  King 
himself  leaned  forward  from  hia  throne,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  as  though  they  were  starting  from  his 
head — his  hands  clasped — his  lips  compressed, 
and  a  cold  sweat  standing  on  lus  brow. 

In  the  presence  of  such  an  anxious  and  atten- 
tive audience  was  the  Lord  of  Chilham  about  to 
proceed,  with  a  full  disclosure,  when  a  trumpet 
wfis  winded  from  the  court-yard,  which  almost 
equalled  in  shrillness  the  double  blast  which 
had,  on  a  former  occasion,  announced  his  own 
arrival. 

"Death  of  my  soul!"  roared  the  impatient 
King,  in  tones  that  the  troubled  spirit  of  Cceur 
de  Lion  might  have  sent  forth  from  his  tomb, 
"  who  can  have  theinsolence,at  such  a  moment, 

to  thruat  themselves  upon  the  presence'? Go 

on,  Sir  Baron,  I  command  you." 

The  King's  urgency  would  have  induced  the 
Baron  to  proceed  in  spite  of  this  intemtption, 
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had  not  the  impeiioas  WMnmnwi  been  ^pnckly 
repeated,  and  with  eome  raxibtj  of  note.  Mb 
sooner;^  however,  had  the  feeond  Mast  weak  the 
fliTi  than  the  Knight  of  HontaUxm  mpnoEog  for- 
ward  from  the  crowd,  and  wholly  f oigetfid  of 
the  royal  piesenoev  exclaimed,  with  a  ^oRraig 
cheek  and  an  eye  wildly  fired,  ^  Bjmy  fiither^s 


name,  I  know  whose  note  that  18  !   YeB^aal 
ik  belted  Knight,  'tis  De  Vertain'a— be 
the  oppressor — the  perjured  fidbe  traitori" 

The  effect  of  this  exdamatioQ,  uttered  with  aU 
the  energy  of  a  man  ifi^io  has  beendeejdy  iignred, 
was  great  as  it  was  instantaneous.  The  apdl 
which  had  hitherto  seemed  to  hang  npoa  the 
multitude  was  at  once  broken :  every  man  rose 
from  his  seat,  or  moved  from  the  poattian  he  had 
(ftken  up:  the  deep  silence  was  exchanged  for 
^  confused  murmuring  of  tongiies,  and  that  in- 
distinct sound  which  be^)eaks  a  general  par- 
tidpatioa  in  some  strong  feeling.  Armour 
n^ded— mailed  sj^oes  trampled   laDidlv  mmA 
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heavily — spurs  jingled — -lofty  pi umee  waTcd  t» 
and  fro ;  and  an  extraordinary  degree  of  exaiO' 
ment  prevEuled  amODg  the  grave  and  nc^le 
assembly. 

The  King  himself  suiik  back  in  his  chiur^ 
dizzy  and  gasping  for  breath,  while  dark  and 
piingled  thoDghts  whirled  confusedly  through 
his  biain.  He  felt  assured  that  no  accuea- 
lions  vouLd  proceed  from  such  a  quarter, 
tmless  they  were  all  and  each  of  them  ca- 
pable of  being  fully  substantiated ;  and  he 
foresaw  that  to  pitmounce  any  sentence  short 
of  the  extremest  penalty  wbich  tlie  law  of  arms 
could  award,  might  at  the  present  juncture 
prove  fatal  to  hie  own  cause,  hy  estranging  from 
him  many  of  the  most  upright  and  IwDourable 
of  his  partisans.  He  summoned,  however,  suf- 
ficient calmness  to  issue  the  necessary  orders  to 
the  Pursuivant ;  and  wlien  that  dignitary  had 
departed,  he  addressed  the  ttssembly,  though 
K  2 
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-rnthout  risings  and  in  a  timid  and  hviiML 
manner. 

''  If  I  may  speak  my  thonghts  so  eariy,  my 
lords^  and  most  worthy  counsellors^  this  will  be 
a  matter  demanding  much  thought^  as  well  oo 
our  part,  who  shall  award  the  judgment  as  on 
your8>  who  shall  aid  us  with  your  good  coonseb; 
yea,  far  more  than  the  urgency  of  state  afiaiis  at 
present  allows  us  to  bestow  thereon*.    Suidy  it 
were  better  postponed  for  a  season.     Matters  of 
public  import  are  pressing  upon  us ;  and  the 
movements  of  the  enemy  demand  that  without 
loss  of  time  we  decide  upon  our  measures.^  The 
King  paused,  and  then  looking  towards  the 
Baron  of  (yhilham,  continued,  as  if  addressii^ 
him  alone.    *'  Will  not  our  loyal  De  Lucy,  the 
stanch  and  never^failing  firiend  of  our  caose^ 
waive  his  private  interests  for  a  while  ?     Suf- 
fering his  country'*s  cries  to  be  heard  first,  ^n^ 
esteeming  our  seeming  slackness  in  his  caose  as 
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e  sacrifice  to  the  well-being  of   our   Bubjects 
generally — will  he  uot  ?" 

And  OS  the  King  (whose  Bituation  was  almost 
worthy  of  pity)  thus  repeated  the  question,  lie 
looked  anxiously  round,  to  see  whether  any  sano 
tioD  was  given  to  his  proposal  by  the  friends  of 
the  Baron.  But  all  hopes  on  that  score  ceased, 
when  his  brother,  the  bold  Earl  of  Salisbury, 
stepped  forward,  and  motioning  silence  to  the 
Lord  of  Chilham,  who  was  about  to  reply  at  the 
same  moment,  said  "  I  pray  your  Higlmesa'  par- 
don that  I  thus  take  on  nie  to  answer  for  my 
peers  and  brother  counsellors,  in  a  sort  fore- 
stalling their  judgments.  For,  albeit  I  read  the 
course  they  with  one  voice  would  point  out  in 
each  flashing  eye  and  on  each  kindling  cheek,  I 
dare  maintain  there  is  neither  noble  nor  knight 
present,  who  would  take  from  Sir  Tristan  de 
Vertain  the  fair  occasion  now  offered  for  clear- 
ing himself  from  any  charges  that  may  be 
urged  against  him  by  this  valiant  old  Knight,  or 


the  yovmg  Knight  ^Ao  waft  hcreto&ue  Ibboodv 
panioQ  in  arms.  In  a  word^  my  lieg^  no^Bf 
Inmt  loterfeie  to  pKCvtai  yomr  9p&sdSbf  ooafiwiff 
Bg  the  accused  with  the  aocoaenu— Ba  I  wad 
I  not  ai^fat  my  biodier  comuidkni  T* 

^  NctwitfaatandiDg  the  applaitte  whidat,  after 
tlkia  speech,  began  to  wax  loid  and  tnmnKuoi^ 
^  King  mustered  snffideiit  coinage  foezcUoB^ 
with  something  like  foyal  dignity^  *^  Now  by  this 
voyal  scqpiie,  my  ftther's  aon  gives  over  macft 
license  to  bis  tongue !  But  William,  thy  Toice 
k  not  yet  so  powerful  as  that  it  ahoald  faebdd 
theroice  of  alL — Nay,  peace  Sir  Earl— presmae 
not  to  gainstand  me  in  my  speech — ^I  will  be 
heard  were  it  but  liar  the  honour  of  the  crown 
I  wear " 

This  he  uttered  in  great  anger,  and  in  a  de* 
dded  tone  of  yoice  that  even  oreiawed  the  fieiy 
Earl  who  was  on  the  point  of  int^riqpting  him* 
•i^'^Thy  voice,  I  say,  I  hold  in  this  matter  heft 
■MB  the  Toice  of  William  of  Sahsbnry    and  the 
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more  bo,  that  all  men  know  there  is  little  lore 
between  thee  and  Sir  Tristan  de  VertaJn — haply 
because  we  have  ourself  shown  him  some.— — 
Yes,  so  it  is,  my  Lords.  He  loves  not  De  Ver- 
tain ;  and  black  envy  will  oft-times  hide  itself 
under  the  specious  cloak  of  honest  indignation* 
I  pray  yon,  therefore,  note  this  to  the  Earl's  dis- 
advantage." 

In  high  wrath,  which,  however,  partly  from 
pride,  and  partly  from  fear,  he  forebore  to  ex- 
press, the  Earl  strode  across  the  hall,  and  bo^r- 
ing  haughtily  to  his  royal  brother,  flung  himself 
upon  a  seat  in  the  back  ground. 

Scarcely  deigning  to  notice  him,  or  perhaps 
affecting  an  indifference  which,  at  this  critical 
moment,  he  could  not  feel,  the  King  went  on, 
"  But  since  this  matter  must  go  forwai-d,  I  en- 
treat you  one  and  all,  as  well  nobles  as  church- 
men, to  greet  the  good  Knight,  against  whom 
no  evil  is  yet  proved,  in   all   honourable  cour- 
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^ma^  tber^f  aatil  the  is&mt  be  seen, 
,>,A»— r  Mor  dis&TOQr  to  ^tfaer  party. 
u|iii  ■cwent  the  doors  were  agakk  thnnm 
_A  ad  the  PoisoiTUit  entered  the  hall,  ftJ- 
M^  by  the  accused  and  his  tvo  Esquires. 
'Jiost  oppoftimely  bafe  we  spoken,"  said 
^  Kn^.  "  Behold  De  Veitan  comes  !     Maii 
Us  my  good  Lofds.     His  step  is  fiim,  and  eren 
■nad— his  carnage  easy — his  mien  untronUed. 
— By  Kii^  Hemy's  soul  his  a^^noach  pconises 
pogoilt.'* 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


IVe  seen  bim  m  lie  midst  of  all  oor  peori, 

A  well-proved  traitor;  jet  wag  he  BestBd  bo 

Ee'o  in  the  henn's  core  of  his  chanted  friend, 

I'bat  with  aonie  BpeciooB  Eiwning,  a  fair  sliow 

Of  zealous  proteslatioD,  uplamed  eyes. 

Hand  on  the  heart,  uid  bold  appeals  to  Heaven, ' 

He  won  the  greater  trust. 

Ddii  Of  Mebcia. 

Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain  had  taken  pains  to 
Smooth  hia  countenance  into  a  hypocritical 
calnuiess,  bearing  no  traces  of  the  wild  and 
Stormy  passions  that  had  torn  his  soul  and  con- 
vulsed his  features  during  the  past  night ;  and 
it  was  only  by  the  bloodless  hue  of  his  cheek, 
and  a  very  slight  quivering  of  hia  nethec  lip^ 
e3 
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that  ftny  interDal  emotion  Wiis  betrayed.  Upoa 
the  arrangement  of  his  attire  he  had  bestowed 
an  unusual  degree  of  care  ;  indeed  he  appeared 
to  have  aimed  at  a  magiuficence  and  splendour 
that  should  in  some  measure  aid  the  disguise  of 
his  feelings,  by  drawing  the  public  attentioa 
from  his  countenance.  Hia  armour  was  of 
mixed  plate  and  m»l,  the  former  of  which, 
having  been  but  very  lately  introduced,  was  &3 
yet  a  rare  and  costly  portion  of  the  knightly  g&ib. 
Golden  studa  were  not  wanting  in  the  promi- 
nent parts  of  his  person,  and  the  glitteruig 
brightness  of  each  polished  plate  di^lxy«d  alike 
the  exquisite  skill  of  the  armourer,  and  of  his 
body  Eeqnire.  Hia  black  plume  was  so  (Ks- 
posed  as  to  exhibit  to  full  view  his  fierce  and 
\raxlike  ciest,  which  badge  of  hononr  was  like- 
wise blazoned  upon  his  surcoat.  It  consisted  of 
an  azure  griffin  rampant,  in  a  golden  field, 
with  it*s  beak  of  a  deep  red,  to  give  it  the  ap- 
pearance of  having  been  died  in  gore,  sod  mideco 
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neath  was  wrought  in  gold  tJie  arrogant  motto, 
"d  tout."  His  plume  was  of  such  a  height 
that  it  gave  to  his  unnsuatly  tall  stature 
an  appearance  almost  gigantic.  As  he  Btrode 
fearlessly  (and  according  to  the  King's  decla- 
tiou,  proudly)  up  the  hall,  he  bowed  to  the 
nobles  and  ecclesiastics  on  either  side,  with  aa 
much  courtesy  as  he  could  assume,  in  hia  pre- 
Bent  state  of  mind.  He  was  enabled  at  first  to 
avoid  the  gaze  of  his  accusers,  in  conse([uence 
of  the  position  they  had  taken  near  the  throne ; 
and  passing  on,  he  made  a  low  reverence  before 
the  King,  who  returned  his  greeting  with  a 
strange  mixture  of  haughtiness,  eondesceosion^ 
and  timidity. 

When  the  royal  salutation,  in  which  the 
phrases  "late  hours"—"  welcome" — "  ill-timed 
event" — "  weighty  public  matters" — "  accusa- 
tion against  a  bosom  fi'ieud — "  were  strung 
together  in  a  somewhat  iricohereat  manner,  had 
come  to  an  end,  the  Kn^ht  turned  towards  tbQ 
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Baron  and  the  Lady  Bertha,  and  bent  his  head 
haughtily  and  in  silence :  but  his  eye  sought  in 
vain  for  Sir  Roland  of  Montalban,  that  Kxug^i 
having  left  the  hall  immediately  after  the  entiy 
of  his  perfidious  brother  in  arms* 

A  nlence  now  ensued,  which  none  present 
teemed  willing  to  claim  the  merit  of  breakings 
Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  remained  with  calm  unruf- 
fled mi^i,  alternately  regarding  the  King  and 

De  Vertain,  his  respect  for  the  throne  Inddo^ 
him  wait  for  some  signal  from  that  quarter  ere 
he  commenced  his  accusation. 

The  accused  himself  stood  near  the  throne, 
with  folded  arms,  eyes  fixed  upon  vacancy,  and 
his  lip  curled  as  if  in  scornful  indifiPerence.  At 
length,  he  affected  to  start  from  his  reverie,  and 
io  look  inquiringly  aroimd,  as  seeking  to  know 
tiie  cause  of  the  dead  silence  which  had  followed 
his  arrival  in  the  assembly. 
•  But  none  was  there  more  worthy  of  pity  than 
King  John.    His  eye  wandered  restlessly  from 
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the  accusers  to  the  accused,  and  from  them  al- 
ternately to  his  straightforward  brother  of  Salis- 
bury, and  his  sage  and  upright  counsellor,  Hu- 
bert de  Bui^h,  At  one  laoment,  he  rose  as  if 
to  speak — in  the  next  he  was  ^;ain  seated, 
leaning,  now  back,  now  forward,  and  now  on 
either  side,  as  if  he  sought  to  draw  from  some 
otiier  person  that  opening  of  the  business  which 
he  well  knew  must  proceed  from  himself.  At 
length,  when  his  situation  had  become  too  pain- 
ful for  endurance,  he  made  a  desperate  effort ; 
and,  seizing  the  arm  of  the  Constable  with  a 
trembling,  though  nervous  grasp,  he  whispered 
"  In  pity,  good  Hubert,  aid  me  with  thy  kind 
counsel ;  or  rather,  mine  excellent  friend,  take 
hcence,  and  use  thine  own  discretion  to  open 
these  unpleasant  proceedings.  Bethink  thee, 
how  I  am  sore  beset  with  a  multitude  of  inte- 
rests. This  De  Vertain  is  mine  ancient  ac- 
quaintance— he  hath  been  my  bosom  friend  and 
adviser — haply  not  alway   for  good — but  that 
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is  all  pftfit. — Moreover — his  wealth  and  his  inBa- 
ence  by  secret  means,  are  imbotuided  ;  and  be  is 
B  powerful  addition  to  my  cause. — How,  Hubert^ 
— how  may  I  refuse  to  espouse  his  interests  ? 
—Yet  if  I  do  80,  I  rush  in  opposition  to  the  will 
of  my  nobles,  who,  it  may  be,  have  the  greater 
justice  on  their  side.  Behold,  too,  yon  bea>- 
teous  damsel — that  fiiir  injured  one,  a  single 
tear  from  whose  dark  ej'e  were  enou^  to  bid 
every  sword  in  this  hall  fly  from  its  wearer's 
■ide.  Behold  her  sire,  an  old  man  and  a  wliaat 
— the  ancient  supporter  of  my  throne-^my  tuth- 
fiil  follower  throHgh  good  and  evil  fartune. — 
Oh,  Hubert,  my  excellent,  my  upright  counsel- 
lor, I  am  a  bark  driven  to  and  fro  upon  a.  wide 
ocean  by  many  and  contesting  tvnnds  and  eddies. 
^-Can'st  thou  not  save  me  from  this  whiii- 
pooU" 

To  these  hunied  expressions,  which,  though  a 
painful,  presented  a  too  true  picture  of  the  pow 
King's  mtnd  at  that  momect,  the  Contable  le- 
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plied  fay  grasping  affectionately  his  master's 
hand,  and  while  his  own  eye  was  dimmed  by  a 
passing  tear  of  pity,  he  ruse  and  suid  aloud  in 
the  straightforward  and  unhesitating  manner, 
which  in  a  less  polished  courtier  would  have 
passed  for  downright  btuntness, — "My  Lords 
and  valiant  Knights,  our  Royal  Master,  albeit 
he  alike  respects  the  feeHngs  of  the  Knight  who 
stands  accused,  and  ofthosewhoare  here  to  accuse 
Mm,  sees  but  the  object  for  which  the  parlies  are 
here  met,  and  the  high  daty  entrusted  to  him  of 
administering  impaitial  justice  to  all  men.  He 
is  therefore  pleased  to  command,  if  such  be  like- 
wise the  tenour  of  your  opinion  (which  you  will 
by  your  answers  give  him  to  know),  that  the 
accuser  do  presently  stand  forward,  and  declare 
aloud  what  cause  or  causes  of  complaint  he  hath 
agamst  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertain." 

The  loud  shout  of  applause  which  now  rang 
along  the  vaulted  roof  sufficiently  demonstrated 
the  feeHng  of  the  assembly  to  warrant  Sir  Ralpli 
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De  Lucy  in  rising  to  commence  his  accaeatiaa. 
But  ere  he  could  attain  a  silence  soificieiulf  pro- 
fiwnd.  Sir  Tristan  de  Vertaio,  who  by  this  time 
had  lud  aside  all  pretence  of  ignorance,  and 
who  bad  already  determined  upon  lus  coane  at 
action,  stepped  forward,  and  in  a  voice  manhf 
and  finn,  without  arrogance,  thus  qx^ke :  "  I  am 
not  the  dull  fool  or  the  ill-dmed  bypocrile  to 
affect  ignorance  of  what  liath  passed  prior  to  toy 
anival.  I  looked  for  it,  and  t  am  prepared  for 
it.  To  you,  my  Liege,  and  to  you,  ChurchtDeOf 
Nobles,  and  Knights,  I  appeal  as  fellow  nea, 
having  a  right  senee  of  justice,  whether  I  come 
not  as  one  whose  alleged  crimea  have  beforehand 
so  darkened  his  path  that  few  friendly  hands 
will  bo  stretched  forth  to  aid  him  as  he  treads 
it.  In  a  word,  whether  I  am  not  by  the  np«d 
march  of  my  too  cunning  enemy,  in  a  sort,  con- 
demned ere  justly  heard." 

The  ConBlable  here  intemiptcd  him,  and  with 
a  calm,  yet  contemptaous  smile,  said,  "  la  &itfa^ 
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good  Sir  Knight,  you  Iiave  been  pleased  to  com- 
municate to  us  that  which  we  knew  not  before ; 
seeing  that,  we  have  but  as  yet  heard  your 
offence  darkly  hinted  »t.  You  are  thus  the 
trumpeter  of  your  own  mishap,  and  in  all  friend- 
ship! tell  you  that  forthe  present  silence  will  be 
your  better  part.  Anon,  you  may  be  heard,  and 
haply  more  to  the  advancement  of  your  cause. 
I  pray  you  now,  beau  Sire,  to  he  seated.  Sir 
Ralph  de  Lucy,  his  Highness  holds  you  free  to 
proceed." 

De  Vertain  bit  his  lips  till  the  blood  came,  for 
he  saw  that  in  his  haste  he  had  actually  gone 
before  his  accusers,  and,  muttering  execrations 
upon  his  own  folly,  he  retired  into  the  crowd. 

"  False  man,"  exclaimed  tlic  Baron,  follow- 
ing him  with  a  stern  gaze,  *'  can  you  look  on 
me  and  live  ?  Is  not  the  glance  of  this  eye — its 
light  still  unquenched  by  thy  cowardly  hand, 
enough  to  strike  thee  to  the  earth,  as  though  it 
darted  living  fire  ?   Are  you  so  far  lost  to  all  that 
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it  kn^tly  or  hoDoaraM^  as  now  to  beholc 
here,  and  not  sink  overwhelmed  with  shan 
the  recollection  of  yoor  baffled  viDainy  ? 
Tristan  de  Vertain,  I  knew  thee  not ;  bnt  ni 
know  thee.  Was  it  not  a  foul  deed  to  slay 
old  man,  who,  in  single  beartedness  and  in 
Tcry  blindness  of  virtne  and  loyalty,  loved 
so  well,  and  who  would  hare  made  thee — bv 
more  of  that,  I  am  willing  to  pass  it  otct,  aj 
the  heaviest  in  the  catalogue  of  thy  crimes, 
of  another  thing  I  now  would  speak." 

He  paused  a  moment,  and  whispered  8 
words  apart  to  the  Lady  Bertha,  in  whici 
intimated  bis  intention  of  aroneing  the  tndi| 
tion  of  the  whole  assembly,  by  bringing  to  I 
the  unrnanly  plot  tbat  had  been  laid  for  seen 
her  person  and  possessions.  He  then  led 
blushing  and  trembling  maiden  to  the  foot  ol 
throne,  and  continued  speaking.  "  Here, 
liege,  is  one  who  can  rehearse  a  lale  at  w 
the  hearers  would  torn  pale,  but  that  they  i 
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blush  to  learn  how  long  the  order  erf'  knighthood 
hath  been  disgraced  by  so  unworthy  a  member 
as  Tristan  de  Vertain ;  and  do  thou,  my  child, 
talce  courage  and  speak  fearlessly.  Bethink 
thee  not  of  the  listening  multitude :  true,  thy 
hearers  are  many,  but  among  them  are  the 
great,  the  wise,  and  the  valiant  of  England- 
men  whose  bosoms  will  swell  with  indignation 
when  a  free  and  noble  maiden  relates  her  suffep- 
ingB  at  the  hand  of  a  base  oppressor." 

"  Father,  it  shames  me  not  to  speak,"  said 
the  Lady  Bertha,  though  the  high  colour  which 
mantled  over  her  cheek,  and  the  tremor  which 
ran  through  her  fragile  form,  proved  that  not  even 
the  virtuous  indignation  she  felt  against  the  man 
who  had  so  deeply  wronged  her,  could  put  to 
flight  her  maiden  shame,  at  hnding  herself  the 
centre  of  observation  in  so  vast  and  so  august 
an  assembly.  "  It  shames  me  not,  because, 
although  I  behold  here  many  who  will  per- 
chance deem  me  wanting  in  the  retiring  softness 
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ulidh  k  tfae  best  aUxibate  of  my  sex,  yet  1 
kaow  tbcR  an  tboee  who  will  lightly  judge  my 
^«<Mi»«*g  to  be  the  result  of  icsulted  ddicacy, 
and  aapz  jvstly  aroused  against  an  oppressor, 
~« tnilor,  and  an  Doworthy  member  of  knight- 
hood. One  above  all  others  I  see,  upon  whcon 
I  call  as  the  head  of  all  ndHlity,  and  the  foan- 
tan  at  all  jnsdce,  f»r  vengeaiwe  against  this 
aggressor,  as  be  shall  answer  for  the  fiame  be- 
fon  HcaTCo'fi  eternal  thnme,  at  the  call  of  the 
King  of  Kii^"  She  paused,  and  beat  her 
head  before  the  royal  chair:  tb«i,  perceinng 
that  the  silence  reoiained  uobn^en,  she  coo- 
tinned,  with  a  flashing  eye  and  a  beating  hearty 

"  To  thef^  Tristan  de  Vertain,  do  I  now  torn 

to  thee,  injurious  man  and  discourteous  Knight 
as  thoa  art :  and  oh !  happy  for  thee,  as  spake 
my  noble  sire,  were  mine  the  only  voice  to  be 
raised  against  thee — ^mine  the  only  words  to  be 

r^ifilered  on  high  in  witness  of  thy  crimes " 

At  this  moment,  the  Lady  Bertha  felt  her 
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arm  forcibly  arrested  from  behind.  She  turned 
and  beheld  Julian,  the  Page.  In  a  low  voicei 
he  whispered,  "  Sir  Roland  implores  you,  lady, 
to  spare  yourself  the  recital  of  De  Vertain'a 
villainous  deeds. — He  is  himself  about  to  take 
another  course. — See,  lie  has  even  commenced 
— he  is  about  to  address  the  King." 

Bertha  looked  towards  the  tlirone,  and  per- 
ceived tliat  the  Knight  had  availed  himself  of 
her  momentary  pause  to  step  forward  and  engage 
the  attention  of  the  assembly ;  and  he  now 
Bpoke  in  these  words  : — "  I  beseech  your  Grace 
to  pardon  this  interruption ;  but  I  have  con- 
sulted wdth  the  father  of  your  fair  petitioner, 
and  he  sanctions  my  act :  and  I  think  your  royal 
forgiveness  will  be  the  less  withheld  from  me, 
that  the  line  I  am  about  to  pursue  will  at  once 
cut  short  these  proceediags." 

The  King  appeared  to  experience  considerable 
relief  from  these  words,  although  he  in  truth 
could  ECBTCely  account  for  the  coiiBolatioa  they 
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widibdd,  sod  in  the  inthhcddiiig,  dootDcd  thee^ 
vitboat  «  stnggle  for  thine  hoDov,  to  the  loir- 
est  degndadoo  Unt  can  fall  npoo  a  K"'ght 
FoU  well  thoo  kno«-esl,  De  Vertaitt,  that  a  word 
fiom  Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy,  backed  bjr  the  nnaUect 
proof  (and  such  w«  lack  not  from  the  dying 
«>nfe8sions  made  by  thy  Esquii^  Bind.  Otnl- 
bert,  to  a  holy  man  in  the  cell  of  WalMolme), 
voBld  at  oooe  deprive  tiiee  of  all  poiRer  to  d^ 


THB    PILQBIU    BBOTUBBa.  Slfi 

maad  the  trial  by  battle.  Hear  me,  &en,  old 
acquaintance,  and  be  glad,  as  well  thou  mayest. 
Koae  Euch  eball  be  produced,  and  thou  art  free 
to  clear  thy  tainted  honour  by  overcoming,  in  the 
combat  at  outrance,  the  knight  who  shall  throw 
down  his  gage  as  thine  accuser  on  my  behalf.^' 

As  the  Knight  of  Moutalban  ceased,  a  loud 
shout  tei^tified  at  once  the  surprise  of  every  one 
present,  and  the  admiration  excited  by  an  act  of 
Buch  unlooked-for  generosity.  But  the  effect  of 
his  noble  offer  was  most  apparent  in  the  counte- 
nance of  the  King ;  for  there  was  written,  in  un- 
disguised language,  the  feelings  of  his  heart. 
He  beheld,  indeed,  in  this,  an  escape  from  all 
the  difficulties  and  dangers  by  which  be  had 
found  himself  surrounded  ;  and  he  felt  that  he 
should  now  neither  be  called  upon  to  sacrifice 
bis  sense  of  justice  nor  liis  interest  Tears  of 
unfeigned  joy  gushed  from  his  eyes,  and,  almost 
laughing  aloud,  he  sprang  upwards  on  his 
throne.     He  embraced  the  Lord  Constable,  with? 
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out  knowing  what  be  did,  and  was  or  the  poJnf 
of  seizing  Roland  in  bis  royal  arms,  when  the 
grave  De  Burgh  caught  biin  by  his  robe,  and, 
with  many  entreaties,  prevailed  upon  him  to  re- 
sume his  seat. 

Upon  Tristan  de  Vertain,  however,  whom 
tliey  chiefly  coucemed,  the  words  of  Sir  Roland 
appeared  to  produce  Utile  effect.  In  fact,  his 
hopes  were  nowise  brightened  by  them.  He 
had,  from  the  first,  depended  upon  so  arranging 
matters,  that  the  whole  weight  of  the  accusation 
should  come  from  bis  injured  brother  in  anus; 
and  his  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  chival- 
rous senUments  of  that  brave  Knight,  convinced 
him  that,  in  the  end,  the  trial  by  battle  would 
be  resorted  to,  as  the  most  honourable  mode  of 
wiping  out  injuries  so  deadly  and  bo  manifold. 
Still,  while  preparing  to  reply,  it  was  evident  to 
all  who  observed  him,  that  be  laboured  undw 
greater  agitation  than  he  was  perhaps  himself  wil- 
ling to  admit ;  and  his  thoughts  appeared  to  have 
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fallen  into  a  new  channel,  as  if  by  some  sudden 
convulsion.  His  haughty  bearing  had,  in  truth, 
been  wholly  assumed,  and  under  that  mask  he 
had,  by  a  great  mental  exertion,  concealed  the 
real  feelings  that  occupied  his  soul.  But  as  the 
strong  mind  is  doubly  strong,  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  moral  rectitude,  so  does  its  energy  be- 
come proportionably  weakened  by  the  absence 
of  that  powerful  support ;  and,  in  spite  of  the 
mastery  hitherto  exercised  by  his  vigorous  mind, 
his  internal  emotions  were  gradually  becoming 
visible  in  his  countenance.  His  cheek,  if  it  had 
been  pale  when  he  entered  the  council-hall,  par- 
took now  of  that  ghastly  hue  which  blends  with 
the  winding-sheet  when  the  heart's  blood  hath 
ceased  to  flow  through  the  frozen  veins.  His 
eye,  instead  of  being  fixed  in  the  baleful  scowl 
with  which  it  had  before  glanced  lightning  upon 
his  foes,  now  roamed  from  object  to  object  with 
a  wild  and  unsettled  glare.  His  mailed  hand 
TOL,   11.  I. 
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no'  longer  clutched  the  hilt  of  his  swofd,  hot 
it  grasped  nerrously  the  pillar  against  which 
be  was  obliged  to  lean  for  support.  Indeed, 
hffi  whole  deportment  was  that  of  a  man, 
who,  after  a  long  course  of  crime,  is  made  to 
learn  that  conscience  has  deadly  stings  whidt 
are  not  for  erer  to  be  stifled ;  and  to  find,  in  Ins 
hour  of  shame,  that  the  soul  may  be  stabbed 
with  a  wound  deeper  than  mortal  weapon  can 
inflict  upon  the  body.  Nor  could  he  hide  from 
himself  the  hideous  truth  that  his  deeds  of 
darkness  were  now  come  to  light,  and  that  all  his 
past  actions  must  be  laid  open  to  the  world,  be 
the  issue  of  the  combat  what  it  might. 

And  did  he  repent? — No— De  Vertain  was 
the  creature  of  pride,  and  his  soul  had  too  long 
soared  amid  the  clouds  of  darkness,  which,  in 
his  estimation,  rolled  far  above  the  world  and  its 
weakness,  to  descend  to  the  humiliation  of 
acknowledging  that   the   light    which    ahone 
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Upon  the  paths  of  upright  men  was  better. 
He  might  leara,  iii  the  bitterness  of  his  soul, 
that  he  had  erred,  but  he  could  not  repent. 

When  at  lei^h  he  did  speak,  he  exerted 
himself  to  shake  off  the  weight  of  his  feelings, 
and  in  his  manner  the  bitterest  sareasm  was 
Btraiigely  blended  with  the  humility  he  felt  it 
necessary  to  assume. 

"  My  Liege,"  he  eaid,  "  since  to  your  High- 
ness I  must  address  myself — I  am  truly  bounden 
to  this  noble  assembly  for  the  fair  hearing  which 
has  been  given  to  my  enemies,  I  shall  not 
attempt  to  extenuate  crimes  wliich  you  are  toid 
have  been  fully  [proved  to  those  who  are  my 
accusers,  seeing  that  this  noble  Knight  hath,  of 
his  tender  mercy,  spared  me  the  pain  of  being 
arraigned  before  this  august  assembly  of  my 
Peers,  Rather  will  I  take  in  good  part  the 
counsel  whil'ere  bestowed  on  me  by  the 
noble  Lord  Constable,  and  pass  them  over  in 
l2 
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Bilence.  But  ill  would  it  beseem  me,  whoie 
nature  hath  never  been  such  as  could  tamdy 
brook  an  injury  to  pass  in  silence,  the  defiance 
hurled  at  me«— I  should  say  about  to  be  hurled 

at  me  by  Roland  of  Montalban — '- " 

The  Earl  of  Salisbury  here  interrupted  hin^ 
saying,  with  a  scornful  smile,  and  a  glance  that 
spoke  much  impatience,  ''  Look  you  now,  Bdr 
Sir,  with  your  silence  and  your  counsel;  here 
you  are  again  careering  towards  your  own  accu- 
sation, while  we  have  not  yet  been  informed  of 
the  crimes  laid  to  your  charge.  And  as  I  am  a 
belted  Earl,  my  royal  brother  (he  turned  sharply 
towards  the  throne)  I  hold  our  precious  moments 
but  ill  bestowed  an  they  be  wasted  thus  in 
words  that  lead  to  nothing.  You  have  before 
declared  that  the  nation's  affairs  crave  our 
earliest  attention;  I  pray  you,  therefore,  com- 
mand that  this  challenge  be  delivered  in  due 
form  and  publicity,  but  withal  in  such  haste  as 


THE  PILGRIM  BBOTHERS.  221 

may  tend  to  the  advancement  of  the  other  afTairs 
which  should  come  before  the  council.  Say 
then,  will  your  Grace  suffer  me,  in  your  royal 
name,  to  summon  the  parties  here  met^' 

Glad  to  be  rid  of  hia  part  in  this  unpleasant 
affair,  the  King  eagerly  signified  his  assent,  and 
the  Earl,  raising  his  voice  to  a  higher  pitch, 
continued,  "  Stand  forward,  Roland  of  Mont- 
alban,  and  make  known,  ui  the  presence  of 
thia  assembly,  what  cause  of  complaint  you 
have  against  Tristan  de  Vertain,  sometime 
allied  with  you  in  the  sacred  brotherhood  of 
arms.  Your  Suzerain  hath,  by  my  voice,  sum- 
moned you  to  this ;  and  your  Peers,  as  well  as 
those  of  the  accused  party,  are  here  to  see  that 
strict  justice  be  rendered  to  ye  both.  Ho  I 
there,  without — Heralds  and  Pursuivants — let 
the  trumpets  soimd — and  do  your  office  with 
what  speed  ye  may." 

But  we  willingly  leave  the  various  forma  by 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


Uuld — nbat  an  I  being  it  ta  tbe  combat^ — 
Staking  my  life — tay  fortnas — and  my  boDOor 

All  on  the  tempar  of  a  corslet. 

Wen, 
The  stake  is  worth  tLehaurd. — Do  bim  to  desCli, 
And  bj  one  bloodj  act  thanltn-ipe  ontmany 
That  now  ciy  loudly  'gainst  tbue — aay  tbou  diest — 

Tig  knightly,  in  thy  barneaa— after  tliat 

I've  heard  thee  aay  there  shall  be  no  hereafter. 


"  May  not  Sir  Tristan  ile  Vertain  be  spoken 
with,  Master  Warder?"  demanded  our  friend 
Julian,  addressing  an  Archer  of  formidable  ap> 
pearance,  who,  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  bearing 
a  brown  bill,  instead  of  his  cross  bow,  was 
pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  lower  chamber  of  a 
tower  flanking  the  donjon  keep. 
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enforced,  by  his  host — to  wit,  the  Lord  Con- 
stable." 

"  Of  atmth,  they  do  well  who  distrust  De 
Vertain ,"  said  the  Page,  "  I  have  beheld  such 
things.  Master  Archer,  as  would  make  your 
blood  run  chill  to  hear." 

"  Hark  ye,  friend  Page,"  said  the  Archer, 
who  had  thought  fit  to  cast  off  a  portion  of  his 
official  importance  as  soon  as  he  perceived  an 
opportunity  for  gratifying  his  besetting  sin  of 
curiosity ;  "  you  seem  to  know  somewhat  of 
this  prisoner.  Many  have  I  seen  enter  this 
tower  and  these  dungeons,  fettered  in  shackles 
that  would  bind  the  foul  fiend  himself,  but 
never  saw  I  any,  either  knight  or  yeoman,  who 
so  bore  the  brand  of  hell  on  his  brow  as  does 
this  De  Vertam.  He  hath,  doubtless,  been  a 
man  of  dark  deeds— haply  dark  will  be  his 
end." 

"  Nay,   nay,    good    fellow,   know  you  not 
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vberefore  be  is  confined,  and  what  U  to  1 
term  of  his  unpriEonment." 

"  By'r  Lady,  I  would  I  did,  gentle  P 
for  he  is  such  a  prisoner  as  an  honest  if 
lets  not  eyes  on  every  day-  —  Nathek 
prithee  note  that  I  am  not  given  to  pij 
matters  that  touch  not  immediately  mine  ot 
So  saying,  the  Warder  shouldered  his  b 
hill,  and  moved  twice  across  the  apartment 
the  rigid  port  and  measured  pace  of  one 
Was  not  to  be  tempted  from  his  duty  under 
plea. — Then,  as  if,  after  a  hard  struggle^ 
fiesh  were  triumphant  over  the  spirit,  he 
denty  halted  and  feeing  Julian,  said,  " 
methought,  gentle  Page,  you  were  abou 
speak  concerning  this  Tristan  de  Vertain?' 

"  In  truth,  I  was,"  repUed  Julian ;  "  but 
jOQ  are  so  churlish.  Master  Warder,  as  to  < 
xue  a  free  passage  into  the  tower,  I  must 
return  to  those  who  sent  me." 
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"  I  deny  thee  V  said  the  Archer ;— "  thy  folly 
led  thee  not  to  try  me ;  else,  indeed,  thou  mightet 
have  met  with  a  rough  answer.  But  it  may  be, 
that  when  thou  hast  shewn  me  the  cause  of  the 
Knight's  imprisonment  J  I  shall  do  thee  ^thua 
much  courtesy, — to  bear  any  words  wherewith 
thou  art  charged  to  the  poor  gentleman." 

"  Well,  BO  be  it,"  said  Julian,  in  the  manner 
of  one  who  is  obliged  to  accept  with  a  good 
grace  a  small  portion  of  a  boon,  which  would 
otherwise  be  altogether  witliheld.  "  Since  I 
most  fall  in  with  your  humour,  my  story  is 
simply  this,  that  yonder  Knight  hath,  on  divers 
occasions,  given  such  poor  examples  of  his  good 
faith,  that  the  Lord  Constable  is  unwilling  to 
trust  him  in  this  matter;  wherefore  he  hath 
been  placed  under  bolt  and  bar,  for  better  secu- 
rity in  a  gage  of  battle  which  he  now  under- 
lies with  my  master,  the  Knight  of  Montalban. 
'  For,'  quoth  the  sage  governor  to  himself, '  fast 
bind — fast  find ;'  and  by  my  faith,  'twould  be  a 
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pretty  subject  of  record  for  the  Heialds  and 
Minstrek,  were  they  forced  to  tell  how,  upon 
the  sounding  of  Sir  Roland's  challenge,  his  op- 
ponent fiEuled  to  appear;  and  how,  upon  due  in- 
quiry, it  was  discovered  that  he  had  Tanished, 
like  smoke  from  an  uncorked  bottle,  leaving  his 
fame  to  tell  its  own  tale.*^ 

^'  Sir  Tristan  is  then  only  kept  prisoner  till  the 
hour  of  the  combat.  Like  an  ox — saving  hb 
knighthood — ^for  a  Christmas  roasting,  since 
your  master  will  doubtless  overcome  him.'* 

"  Right,  good  Warder,  and  there  fits  the  nail, 
which  with  your  kind  aid,  I  would  fain  drive  in* 
My  master  sent  me  to  inform  Sir  Tristan  that 
he  is  free  to  appoint  the  hour  of  combat — ^which, 
however,  in  compliance  ^ith  the  King's  com- 
mand, must  take  place  before  noon  to-morrow.'! 

''Well — to  think  that  an  hour,  sooner  or 
later,  should  make  any  difference  to  the  poor 
Knight,^^  said  the  Archer,  in  a  voice  of  comic 
pity. 


THE  FILGSIM  BBOTHERS,  '  XZ9 

"  I  pray  you,  take  note;"  said  Julian,  "it  is 
of  my  master's  great  courtesy  that  he  allows 
this — thinking  Sir  Tristan,  whom  all  men  ad- 
judge guilty,  will  gladly  gain  some  time  for  ba- 
lancing any  little  accounts,  wherein  he  may 
stand  the  debtor  of  his  conscience." 

"  Men  say  then  he  hath  debts  of  a  heavy  na- 
ture ?"  said  the  Warder,  with  an  enquiring  glance. 

"  That  may  be,  good  fellow ;  but,  I  trow,  he 
b  also  possessed  of  such  substance,  as  holy  Mo- 
ther Church  (he  crossed  himself  devoutly)  in 
her  infinite  mercy  is  e  er  willing  to  receive  in 
barter  for  absolution.  Ah,  well  may  you  sigh. 
Archer;  truly  her  stewards  are  hard  chapmen, 
dealing  forth  her  wares  only  for  present  pay- 
ment, while  poor  men  like  you,  who  can  offer 
QOthing  but  vows  and  promises,  may  sit  and 
whistle  for  absolution,  till  the  deril  hears  you 
and  makes  you  liis  own." 

"  Gramercy  for  your  pity,  gentle  Page — 
albeit  I  sighed  not  to  think  how  hard  a  bai^ain 
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}  am  like  to  drive  at  my  need — but  at  theliaxd 
frte  (tf  your  master,  if  be  ahoald  chance  to  be 
ibe  losing  man  in  this  combat ;  for  I  wanaiit  no 
duld*s  play,  wben  two  such  redoubted  Knigbts 
as  tbese,  sometime  brothere-in-axms,  fix  lance  in 
rest  against  each  oth^/' 

''  Tuty  man,  yon  speak  as  one  ignorant,^  said 
the  Page,  somewhat  haaghtily,  ^  know  that  my 
master  hath  already  yanquished  Sir  Tristan,  in 
mortal  encounter,  though  by  the  terms  of  the 
combat  he  was  bound  not  to  take  his  life — yon 
smile  I  see — ^believe  it  or  not  as  you  will,  but 
more,  anon  \  for  the  present  rest  satisfied  and 
remember  my  errand.'' 

''  Marry,  that  will  I ;  only  give  it  me  id 
plain  words,  and  in  as  few  of  them  as  may  be^ 
seeing  that  I  am  no  clerk,  and  my  memory  ii^ 
in  a  sort,  a  broken-kneeM  palfirey  that  is  apt  to 
break  down  when  laden  beyond  its  strength.'^ 

''  This,  then,  say  to  Tristan  de  Vertain«  The 
?biightof  Montalbanpraysof  him  to  appoint  aft 
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his  own  good  pleasure,  tlie  hour  for  to-morrow's 
combat,  and  to  conomunicate  the  eame  to  the 
Lord  Constable,  who  will  accordingly  order  all 
things  to  be  in  readiness." 

"  Do  you,  then,  await  my  return,  Jlaster 
Julian,  and  see  that  none  pass  this  door." 

"  Nay,  friend  Archer,"  said  the  Page, "  I  shall 
make  but  an  indiiferent  good  sentinel,  nor  shall 
I  need  to  hear  the  Knight's  reply;  make  it 
known  to  the  Lord  Constable,  and  your  part  is 
played.  Now,  farewell,  and  God  'ild  you  for 
your  courteay,  which  to  apeak  sooth  is,  as  I 
well  know,  the  utmost  limit  of  your  duty."  So 
Baying,  the  Page  departed,  and  the  warder,  open- 
ing a  door,  thickly  studded  with  iron,  and  se- 
cured with  sundry  bars  and  bolts,  ascended  the 
narrow  stair  which  wound  up  the  tower. 

But  we  will  ourselves  visit  the  prisoner,  who 
in  the  chamber  abore  was  reclining  upon  a 
conch,  worn  down  with  unnatural  excitement 
and  his  soul  torn  with  a  variety  of  conflicting 
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emotions.  Rapid,  indeed,  and  troubled  was  the 
tide  of  thought  which  now  rolled  through  Ik 
mind.  That  moment  was  at  length  come  to  hiiD| 
which  is  said  to  visit  eren  the  fiends  of  hell; 
and  remorse,  with  her  hundred  tongaes,  hegm 
to  assail  him,  as  is  too  often  her  wont,  when  the 
means  of  doing  further  evil  were  about  to  be 
wrested  from  him.  She  conjured  up  a  fearful 
army  of  oaths  disregarded — of  ties  unnaturally 

broken — of  dark  deeds  accomplished,  or  to  have 
been  perpetrated — of  oppression,  where  the  in- 
jured were  old  or  unfriended,  or  impoverished,  or 
helpless.  She  echoed  the  shrieks  of  maidens, 
the  curses  of  parents — ^the  sighs  of  captives — the 
groans  of  slaughtered  victims.  Then,  as  if  sud- 
denly turning  from  the  past  to  unveil  the  page 
of  futurity,  she  presented  to  his  heated  imagina- 
tion the  events  of  the  morrow,  and  after  the  mor- 
row. He  beheld,  as  though  in  palpable  reality, 
the  lists  of  Dover;  but  instead  of  glittering 
with  the  gorgeous  splendour  of  past  days,  the 
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galleries  seemed  hung  with  the  black  and  Bombre 
hangings  befitting  a  funeral.  No  bright  eyes 
or  brighter  smiles  were  there  to  lend  vigour  to 
hie  arm;  but  the  countenances  of  the  injured, 
the  oppressed,  and  the  murdered,  looked  sternly 
and  mockingly  on.  He  fancied  his  arm  feeble 
and  paralysed — he  thought  a  foot  was  upon  his 
mailed  breast,  whose  w«ight  seemed  to  crush 
his  whole  frame :  and  he  felt  a  dagger  graze  his 
bare  throat.  The  mien  of  his  conqueror  was 
unearthly;  calm  but  scornful — the  look  bent 
upon  him  was  blighting — it  seemed  to  dart  into 
liis  veins,  and  to  rush  with  an  icy  current  towards 
his  heart.  Then,  as  if  by  magic,  all  seemed 
changed.  The  lists  with  their  dark  galleries — 
their  shrill  trumpets — their  neighing  steeds— 
their  clang  of  armour,  had  all  vanished.  The 
free  air  and  the  clear  sky  of  Heaven  were  ex- 
changed for  the  glare  of  ten  thousand  torches^ 
and  the  unwholesome  suffocating  stench  of 
smoke  and   sulphur.      Strange    ghastly   faces 


grinned  horribly  upon  liim — loud  shouts  and 
fiendiBh  borsts  of  langhter  lui^  in  his  eas.  Ifl 
4  word,  the  hell  he  had  ever  essayed  to  baniili 
from  his  creed,  now  aeemed  to  be  feai&Dj 
leiUifled  to  his  imaginatkm ;  and^  frantic  at  tht 
horrible  {Nctore,  he  rushed,  from  his  cood^ 
thrieking  aloud,  when  the  door  opened^  and  the 
Warder  stood  before  him. 
•  The  wildness  of  ti^e  prisoner'a  mien  seemed  to 
the  Warder  nothing  less  than  actual  insanity; 
and  he  stood  for  several  moments,  nnoertain 
whether  to  advance  and  question  the  Knight,  or 
to  turn  the  key  upon  him,  and  secure  him  at 
once  as  a  dangerous  maniac  While  thus  he  he* 
sitated,  his  alarm  rapidly  increasing,  and  the  agH 
tation  of  his  frame  cauang  the  door  to  shake  like 
an  aspen  bough,  Sir  Tristan  advanced,  and  in  a 
stem  and  deep,  though  calm  v(Hce,  demanded 
*^  How  now,  fellow,  what  dost  thou  seek  ?" 
;  Considerably  relieved  from  his  apprehensions 
feqpecting  the  soundness  of  the  fttisoner^s  intel« 
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leciM,  the  Arcber  repried  humbly,  "May  it  pleast 
yoiu  valour,  I  am  the  bearer  of  an  errand  from 
a  certain  good  and  valiant  knight,  by  name  Sir 
Koland  of  Moatalbaa " 

"  And  what  may  the  good  and  valiant  knight. 
Sir  Rolantl  of  Montalban,  desire  with  my  valouf 
at  this  time  ?"  demanded  Sir  Tristan,  in  the  cold 
sarcastic  tone  which  waa  usual  to  him,  "  M e- 
thought  speech  had  ere  this  been  abandoned  be- 
tween us,  and  that  nought  remained  but  action  ; 
yet  say  what  is  thy  purpose  in  this  interniptitm, 
'tis  somewhat  ill-timed,  and  likes  me  not." 

"  Let  not  my  coming  be  cause  of  ofFence  to  your 
valiancy,"  said  the  Archer,  in  a  subdued  tone; 
for  his  courage  began  to  wax  faint,  when  he  pet^ 
ceived  tfie  fierce  eyes  of  the  Knight  fixed  upon 
the  door,  with  an  earnestness  that  betokened 
considerable  ajixiety  on  his  part  to  explore  the 
ground  beyond  it — "  seeing  that  it  nearly  con- 
cerns the  matter  of  the  morrow's." 

"  Well,  Birrah !  what  of  the  morrow  1  let  it 
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be  said  quickly.  And  prithee  shew  me  thus 
much  of  observance,  to  advance  thy  bulky  fint 
trhoUy  into  my  presaice,  and  to  close  the  door 
thou  swingest  thus  to  and  fro*  I  have  a  iheaDi 
and  the  air  from  without  is  somewhat  damp 
and  chilly*" 

,  The  Archer  obeyed,  as  he  would  have  obeyed 
the  call  of  his  executioner,  and,  casting  many 
an  uneasy  glance  towards  that  which  he  consi* 
dered  his  only  hope  in  case  of  an  attack,  ad^ 
vanced  a  few  paces,  saying,  '^  The  Knight  of 
Montalban  humbly  pmys  of  your  valiancy ^ 

**  No,  he  prays  not  humbly,^  interrupted  De 
Vertain,  sullenly, — "in  sooth,  why  should  he? 
— ^his  is  the  winning  game. — But  it  matters  not; 
-^Go  on ! — ^what  would  he  V 
"  "  Simply,  then,  he  prays  of  you  to  select  at  your 
pleasure,  the  hour  of  combat;  bearing  always  in 
recollection  the  high  commands  of  the  King, 
that  it  takes  place  before  noon.'' 

*'  He  is  generous,"  said  De  Vertain,  with  a 
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bitter  sneer,  and  addressing  partly  himself — 
partly  the  Archer,  "  and  of  a  trutli  he  gives  me 
amjile  scope.  In  common  courtesy  to  the  lovers 
of  martial  sights,  we  could  hardly  fall  to  at  our 
pretty  game  before  ten  of  the  mom,  bo  that  I 
have  two  full  hours  to  make  my  own  or  not,  as 
I  please." 

He  seemed  to  muse  awhile — then  turning  to 
the  Warder,  he  said  aloud, 

"  Well,  sirrah  !  my  answer  is  briefly  given.  I 
am  accommodating.  I  would  not  retard  the 
felicity  which  the  gentle  Knight  doubtless  pro- 
mises himself  in  his  victory ;  neither  would  I 
baulk  the  spectators  of  the  advantage  lliey  will 
gain  by  havmg  the  latest  possible  hour;  there- 
ore,  I  select  an  hour  before  noon  for  the  com- 
bat. I  have  said,  fellow — depart — and  bear  my 
wishes  to  the  fitting  authorities." 

The  Archer  needed  not  a  second  command ; 
but  as  he  shrunk  through  the  door,  De  Vertain 
stopped  him,  crying,  "  Hold  an  instant !" 


1^- 
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.    The  Archer  stopped,  and  turned  x^^^  f^^  his 
fears  began  to  return* 

"  Thou  art  my  keeper — ha  V 

The  Archer  bowed,  and  muttered  a  prayer  to 
his  patron  Saint. 

De  Vertain  went  on  sternly, — ^*  I  would  &in 
know  what  were  the  Lord  Constable's  orders  toiich- 
ing  the  extent  of  my  range  in  this  tower;  and  whe- 
ther it  was  especially  defined.  Was  anj  thing 
mentioned  therein  of  confining  my  person  to  this 
(me  apartment  ?  Answer  me  on  thy  peril,  knayef* 

The  Archer  became  alarmed  beycmd  measure 
at  this  question ;  not  that  his  fisars  concerning 
the  soundness  of  the  prisoner's  intellects  were  at 
all  confirmed,  but  that  he  ¥ras  conscious  of 
having  transgressed  the  bounds  of  his  duty  in 
eonfining  him  to  one  room,  whereas  the  whole 
tower  had  been  assigned  as  his  prison.  He  efen 
began  to  fear,  lest  a  man  of  such  fierce  pasaons 
should  proceed  to  take  summary  ▼engeanoe  An 
a  degree  of  severity  so  unwaiianted. 
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'  The  Knight,  however,  contented  himself  with 
saying  bitterly,  "  Begone,  cowardly  knave, 
and  look  you  o'eretcp  not  the  hounds  of  your 
duty.  Leave  me  at  least  a  free  passage  to  the 
battlements  of  this  tower."  There  was  an  un- 
wonted wildness  in  his  eye  ae  he  added,  with  a 
suppressed  but  scornful  laugh — "  they,  nie- 
thinks,  are  high  enough  to  overlook  the  gaping 
crowds " 

The  Archer  departed,  closing  the  door  with- 
out drawing  the  bolt. 

No  sooner  was  the  Knight  alone,  than  a  fear- 
ful change  came  over  him ;  some  sudden  thought 
seemed  to  have  taken  possession  of  his  brain — • 
some  maddening  thought ;  for  the  very  veins  of 
his  forehead  appeared  to  swell  almost  to  burst- 
ing, through  the  swarthy  muscular  fingers  that 
were  wildly  pressed  upon  them.  For  many 
minutes  he  sat  thus,  giving  no  vent  to  hia 
thoughts ;  at  length  he  slowly  dropped  his  arms, 
and  while  a  ghastly  smile  lighted  up  his  hag- 
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gaid  countenance,  he  rose,  looked  upwards,  and 
murmured  in  low  hoarse  accents,  '*  Ay,  the  bat- 
tlements, the  lofty,  lofty,   battlements!*^    He 
paused  again,  then  laughed,    and    continued 
aloud,  '^  Ha !   ha !  how  swift  is  mischief-yet 
'twere  hard   to  leave  my  old    and   cheiished 
thought — ^that  was  good  too,  very  good,  and  but 
for  that  horrid  waking  vision. — Oh  !  methought 
his  dagger — ^nay,  not  his,  for  the  features  seemed 
more  like  some    fiend's,  was   pointed  at  my 
throat. — Foh !  it  even  seemed  to  raise  the  skin 
and  like  a  nimble  serpent,  to  glide  roimd  and 
round  before  it  darted  in.     Yet  'tis  a  knightly 
weapon,  (here  he  drew  from  his  girdle  a  poniard 
of   formidable   length,  and  as  he  passed  his 
finger  along  the  blade,  he  smiled  darkly)  and 
thou,  my  minister,  thou  hast  in  thy  day  been 
fed  on  knightly  blood,  thou  hast  drunk  of  the 
best  in  the  land.     Tis  known  thy  master  never 
spared  (here  a  slight  shudder  passed  across  his 
firame)  Ay,  and  in  sooth,  I  know  not,  but  me* 
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thinks  my  own  death  knell  would  be  more 
peaceful  were  it  like  to  be  ushered  in  by  fewer 
of  those  moans  and  shrieks  1  have  so  oft  been 
deaf  tc.  I  thought  not  of  them  in  the  hour  of 
battle,  when  my  hand  was  hot,  and  my  heart 
hotter — or  it  might  have  availed  me  now.  But 
pshaw!  Oiis  ia  mere  folly — I  have  o'erstepped 
these  coward  fears,  and  must  not  look  back  upon 
past  days  when  they  had  power  to  startle  me — 
and  that  I  may  stand  firm,  I  will  no  more  woo  tho 
coy  damsel,  sleep.  I've  known  the  time  she  came 
to  me  unsought,  bringing  peaceful  and  happy 
visions,  and  ministering  to  my  worn  spirits,  like 
a  kind  mediciner.  Novi?  she  comes,  armed  with 
all  her  terrors,  and  followed  by  a  fantastic  troop 
who  rack  the  heated  brain  and  hold  in  it  their 
revels  and  devilish  riots,  while  she  locks  the 
better  judgment  in  her  chain  of  adamant.  And 
thus  are  weak  and  silly  fools  turned  from  their 
purposes." 
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Again  he  hid  his  brow  in  his  hands,  and 
paced  slowly  to  and  fro.  Then — after  a  short 
fiknce,  continued  aloud— *'  111  no  longer  tor* 
tore  myself  with  surmises;  I  have  ta^en  my 
«fand  on  this — all  hereafter  is  one  chaos:— 
from  darkness  we  came,  and  to  daii^ness  we  ga 
Priests  and  crones  may  tell  of  things  they  them- 
seWes  believe  not,  and  so  fatten  on  the  foob 
they  scoff  at,  but  wise  men  refuse  them  ere- 
dence.  Now  to  ascend  the  staircase,  which, 
thanks  to  the  Constable,  is  open  to  me.  —Ha  ? 
ha!  De  Vertain— what,  wilt  thou  at  this  late 
hour  begin  to  rise  in  the  world  ?"  And  again  he 
laughed  wildly  and  bitterly  as  he  left  the  cham- 
htt.  Four  flights  of  steps  brought  him  to  the 
top,  and,  ascending  through  a  trap-door,  he 
found  himself  on  the  roof  of  the  tower,  which, 
as  it  commanded  a  sally  port,  was  surrounded 
by  high  and  broad  battlements.  The  view  of 
the  sea,  which  was  gained  from  this  elevated 
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apot,  was  at  all  times  grand,  but  it  was  never 
so  beautiful  as  towards  tlie  close  of  a  bright  and 
calm  day  at  this  eeason  of  the  year.  The  aun 
had  already  sunk  far  into  the  west,  and  as  hig 
deep  red  rays  were  thrown  upon  the  bosom  of 
the  ocean,  millions  of  fiery  insects  seemed  to  be 
dancing  upon  the  gently  heaving  waves.  Here 
and  there  too,  the  beams  lighted  up  a  whits 
Bail,  rendered  so  diminutive  by  the  distance,  as 
to  resemble  the  form  of  a  sea-bird  skimniing 
over  the  surface  of  the  waters. 

Of  a  different  nature,  however,  was  the  scene 
that  passed  immediately  beneath  the  gaze  of 
the  imprisoned  Knight.  All  there  washurry,  and 
noise,  and  activity.  Domestics  and  Barders, 
pages  and  esquires,  grooms  and  horse-boys,  were 
hurrying  to  and  fro  with  as  much  bustle  and 
importance,  as  if  the  defeat  of  the  Dauphin's 
army  depended  upon  the  rapidity  of  their  indi- 
vidual motions.  Heralds,  followed  by  tbeit 
h2 
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punuivants,  passed  in  and  out,  with  the  con- 
gdousness  of  real  importance  on  their  hrows, 
while  falconers,  carrying  hawks^  and  fotestan 
leading  dogs,  mingled  the  emblems  of  their 
9]^van  and  more  peaceful  occupations  with  these 
warlike  preparations.  Smiths  and  aimonieis 
plied  their  noisy  craft  on  all  sides,  causing  the 
din  of  their  strokes  to  rise  above  the  confnsioD 
of  voices,  loud  in  merriment  and  anger,  and  the 
tiead  of  armed  men  and  horses. 

In  apparent  contemplation  of  these  several 
objects,  the  Knight  remained  lost  for  a  const- 
derable  time :  nor  was  it  until  the  orb  of  day 
had  sunk  a  dull  red  mass  into  the  bosom  of  the 
fiUhomless  deep,  that  he  started  from  his  attitude 
of  reflection,  and  allowed  his  thoughts,  as  was  his 
wont,  to  escape  him  in  the  form  of  words;  and 
when  at  length  he  spoke,  it  appeared  that  they 
ran  upon  subjects  far  different  from  those  which 
were  actually  present  to  his  sight. 
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*'  The  height  is  diziy,"  he  exclaimed, "  and  the 
heart  sickens  to  look  downwards  from  it.  But 
there  is  a  power  in  the  determined  soul  that 
triumphs  over  the  softness  of  humanity.  Oh, 
could  I  hut  root  from  out  my  mind  that  single 
thought,  which  tella  me  the  very  act  will  brand 
my  memory  with  the  infamy  I  fly  from !  '  Ha  1* 
they  will  say,  *  he  feared  his  foe — he  dreaded 
the  coming  day,  and  so  sought  refuge  ia  a 
death  that  might  well  beseem  a  sightless  pu|>- 
py.' — Ay,  and  when  the  crushed  and  shapeless 
mass  which  in  life  hath  attracted  all  eyes,  oQ 
which  kings  and  ladies  have  loved  to  look, 
shall  be  turned  over  by  some  base-hom  churl» 
or  haply  lifted  up  in  pity  by  some  wayfarer, 
then  will  the  vile  rabble  hiss  and  hoot,  and  vent 
their  paltry  spleen  upon  it:  breaking  scurril 
jests  upon  the  mangled  limbs  which  yesterday 
they  dared  not  to  have  thought  upon  in  evil- 
buffeting  the  unmeaning  features  whose  glance 
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ibey  irotild  yesterday  have  acknowledged  with 
l^puvering  lip  and  trembling  frame*.  Fob  I  aie* 
fhrnks  their  foul  breath  e'en  novr  assails  mf 
aierves,  as  they  peer  beneath  my  raiment  fidd^ 
and  curiously  examine  the  fashion  of  my  knij^itly 
gaib — such  winding  sheet,  I  ween,  as  they  ne'er 
lefore  imagined — turning  my  body  o*er  and 
ia'er,  as  it  were  some  rare  spectacle — some  pro* 
jduction  of  a  distant  land.  Yes,  that  thought  ia 
4Stie  sting.  Yet,  if  I  abide  to-morrow'*8  combat, 
J  see  a  prospect  yet  more  fearful .  For,  say  I  thost 
:by  mine  own  act  give  this  my  body  to  the  public 
jMCom,  I  shall  not  know  it;  my  spirit — if  sock 
ihene  be — will  be  whirling  on  the  distant  breeze 
Jong  ere  my  wretched  body  reach  the  ground :  aa 
fihall  I  not  hear  their  taunts,  or  feel  their  spurns. 
But,  say  the  morrow  find  me  here,  awaiting  in 
brutish  patience,  till  I  be  led  forth  before  the 
multitude,  like  some  chained  beast  whose  fangs 
have  double  terror  since  he  left  his  native  fo- 
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rests;  and  then,  when  I  have  undergone  the 
scrutiny  of  a  thousand  triumphant  eyes,  to  be 
let  loose  amid  their  shouts  of  execration,  haply 
to  go  down  before  Roland's  lance.  To  fall  by 
bis  arm  were  indeed  no  disgrace,  hundreds  have 
done  so,  and  died,  thanking  the  valiant  arm  that 

brained  them.      But  I in   my  defeat  shall 

acknowledge  the  weakness  of  my  cause,  and  the 
justice  of  my  punishment.  I  shall  confess  my- 
self to  he — all  that  ray  enemies  could  wish  to 
make  me—^nd  I  shall  Live  to  be  conscious  that 
I  do  it.  Bitter— bitter  cup  to  drain.  Yet,  soft, 
Tristan — thou  dost  talk  as  if  the  nerves  of  thine 
arm  were  on  a  sudden  unstrung — as  if  thy  liand 
could  no  longer  grasp  lance  or  blade — as  if 
the  fiery  glance  of  thine  eye  were  quenched^ 
as  if  thy  breast  had  ceased  to  be  acquainted 
with  hauberk,  and  thy  head  with  helmet :  thou 
doBt  forget  that  hate — ambition — and  vengeance 
will  swell  thy  bosom — fire  thine  eye,  and  nerve 
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liiiiie  aim  to-morrow— thoa  dost — thou  dort 
fbreet  aU  this,  and  art  therefore  thus  desixiDdiiiff 
awhile,  and ^Ha !  Who  comes  there 


«— what  thou, .  Sir  Warder  ? — Ghive  I  thee  not  to 
know  I  would  he  private? — Come  not  here  I 
mm  with  thee  on  the  instant/' 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


There  ii  ■  daed  demuiding  qusBtioD,  done : 

Tboa  hut  a  lecret  which  will  answer  not. 

Stnmge  thoughts  beget  strimga  deeds:  and  here  sre  both. 


Twilight  was  fast  becoming  olisctired  by 
darkness,  wlien  a  small  number  of  Nobles  and 
Knights  were  assembled  in  a  knot  without  the 
portal  of  the  Keep,  and  were  engaged  in  dis- 
cussing, as  well  the  general  topics  of  the  day,  as 
those  events  which  arc  more  particularly  con- 
nected with  our  narrative. 
h3 
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"  You  are  right,  Earl  Ranulph,"  said  Wil- 
liaxn  of  Salisbury,  addressing  the  £arl  of  Ches- 
ter, "  my  royal  brother,  God  save  the  mark  !— 
had  on  another  occasion  been  more  difficult  to 
move,  and,  but  than  an  hundred  frowning  brows 
were  bent  on  him,  that  bold  and  ferocious  look 
of  De  Vertain's  had  ta'en  effect  the  other  way. 
Did  you  mark  the  significant  glances  that  passed 
between  them  V* 

"  Marry,  that  I  did,"  replied  the  Earl ;  "  and, 
methought,  I  had  never  seen  so  baleful  a  scowl 

answered  by  a  glance  at  once  so  imploring  and 
so  encouraging." 

"  Thus,  then,  you  read  them,  I  trow,"  said 
William  de  Mandeviie,  son  of  the  stout  Earl  of 
£ssex,  ^'  even  as  I  did ;  De  Vertain's  said,  in 
plain  terms,  *  an  you  befriend  me  not,  lay  your 
account  to  gain  the  hatred  of  one  who  never 
hated  for  nought — '  While  the  Kings's  said, — 
^  I  would,  but  the  odds  are  an  hundred  to  one 
in  the  scale  against  you — * " 
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"  By  the  hand  of  King  Henry,"  exclaimed 
the  Baron  of  Chilham,  "  I  would  have  shown 
our  royul  master  good  reasons  for  granting  raft 
all  I  asked—  an  I  had  eeen  syrnptoma  of  unwil- 
lingness in  him !  Alas !  my  Lords,  you  know  not 
the  injuries  I  have  endured  at  this  man's  hands. 
You  cannot  conceive  them,  and  would  scarce 
afford  credit  to  my  relation  of  them." 

"  If  I  remember  aright,  noble  De  Lucy,"  said 
the  Earl  of  Essex,  "  you  hinted  at  them  in  the 
assembly.^' 

"  Nay,  you  epoke  them  out,"  said  William 
Longsword ;  "  was  not  assassination  mentioned 
among  other  small  offences." 

The  Baron  replied  by  an  assenting  nod. 

The  Earl  of  Salisbury  went  on  -"  In  truth  I 
marvel  not;  for  to  one  skilled  iu  reading  the 
heart  by  the  language  of  the  countenance,  vo- 
lumes of  villany  are  revealed  on  the  dark  brow 
of  De  Vertain ;  and  if  ever  hia  deeds  are  brought 
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to  Ught  they  will  astoDish  Tnnntimi.  BqI  vq 
^cellent  De  Lucy^  you  seem  a  trifle  downcaat 
0urely  your  spirits  are  not  dashed  at  the  ap- 
|HK>ach  of  an  event  you  have  sought  so  eameatlj 
— I  speak  of  the  combat  i  F  out  ranee  hetwees 
the  former  brothers  in  arms." 

'^  Aiack^  my  Lord  of  Salisboiy,^  replied  8ii 
Ralph  mournfully^  *'  All  men  know  the  atiengtl 
and  prowess  of  this  formidable  Knight,  and 
when  I  think  on  the  hate  that  will  nerve 
his  arm  against  my  poor  Roland,  I  ovm  I 
tremble." 

"  Tilly,  vally,  man  I'*  exclaimed  Earl  Ranulpb, 
'^  I  woiild  maintain  Roland's  prowess  against 
his — the  Falcon  against  the  Griffin — ^though  I 
staked  my  Earldom  upon  it.  Besides,  if  his 
injuries  are  great,  the  injuries  of  Roland  aie 
surely  greater.'" 

"And  then  bethink  you  of  your  beautiful 
daughter/^  said  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  with  ani- 
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mation;  "you  surely  cannot  be  yet  so  forgetful  of 
bygone  days,  as  to  doubt  the  powerful  inspiration 
of  bright  eyes  and  soft  smiles.  By  my  soul's 
worth,  I  could  maintain  the  field  against  a  hun- 
dred Sir  Tristans  if  such  a  heavenly  creature 
were  but  to  smile  favourably  on  me  ;  and  if  her 
hand  were  the  guerdon,  or  her  honour  the  stake, 
light  of  my  eyes !  my  sword  should  perform  the 
feata  of  Excalibar,*  or  Fusberta  joyosa,  in  the 
CMitest." 

"  All,  noble  Earl !"  replied  the  Baron  of  Chil- 
ham,  mournfully  ;  "  you  speak  as  a  warrior,  not 
as  a  father.  Should  anything  befal  this  excellent 
Roland— whose  virtues  I  the  more  uphold  now 
that  I  did  of  late  lend  a  too  credulous  ear  to  the 
aspersions  of  Ins  false  brother — should  any  tiling, 
I  say,  befal  him,  so  is  he  interwoven  in  my  sweet 
child's  affectionsjthat  she  will  not  longsur^-iveliim; 
and  a  broken  heart  and  an  early  grave  will  be  the 


*  The  ancient  rommcera  ghe  (Less  nun 
Anliur  lud  ClinrUmagne, 
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'portioQ  of  the  last  De  Lucy:  sure  there  never  wai 
A  love  like  theirs !  'tis  fitter  for  a  minstrd's  tak 
tChan  for  dull  reality.'' 

'' WeU,  good  Baron,"  said  the  Eari  of  Caiester, 
affecting  a  gaiety  of  manner,  ^  when  this  light 
matter — for  suchi  indeed,  I  hold  the  combat-^ 
is  finished,  we  will  be  your  guests  at  the  bridal 
of  Chilham,  and  Giraud  de  Casalon,  that  prince 
q{  minstrels,  shall  set  forth  the  whole  tale  in 
pleasant  verse,  to  the  delectation  of  the  com- 
pany. And  now  a  truce  to  your  melancholy 
forebodings ;  for  we  must  join  his  Highness,  who 
hath  earnestly  bidden  us  to  the  feast,  whereat,  I 
trow,  a  gloomy  countenance  will  be  a  bad  re- 
commendation." 

Accordingly  the  whole  party  moved  across 
the  court,  every  individual,  except  the  Baron, 
striving  to  appear  in  such  mood  as  best  befitted 
the  scene  of  festivity  they  were  about  to  join : 
he,  however,  seized  the  opportunity  offered  by  the 
first  pause  in  the  general  conversation,  to  lecur 
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to  the  subject  which  occupied  bia  own  thoughts. 
"  I  marvel,"  he  said, "  at  what  hour  De  Vertain 
will  fix  tlie  combat." 

"  Does  it  rest  with  him  ?"  asked  one  of  the 
party. 

"I  know  not  what  iB  customary  among  heralds 
in  trials  by  combat,"  said  the  Baron,  "but  Roland 
made  kno\v*n  to  me  bis  intcntiun  of  granting  thus 
much  of  courtesy  to  his  foe-" 

*'  I  warrant  Sir  Tristan  will  appoint  the  ear- 
liest pos!>ible  hour,"  said  William  Longsword, 
"  that  he  may  be  the  better  enabled  to  hide  his 
shame.  But  hold,  my  Lords — heard  ye  not  a 
shriek  ?  Methougbt  such  a  souud  came  from 
yon  tower." 

The  whole  party  paused  suddenly,  and  looked 
anxiously  in  the  direction  pointed  out  by  the 
Eaii.  Tbey  were  not  far  fiom  one  of  the  towers 
that  flanked  the  keep,  tiie  outline  of  which  they 
could  distinguish,  rising  in  dark  relief  from  the 
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evening  sky.  A  continued  sound  was  iiowlieud» 
resembling  at  <»ice  the  flattering  of  a  pttinoD,and 
the  slight  rattle  of  armour :  then  a  heavy  fidl 
and  crash^  as  if  some  person  had  thix>vni  down 
a  suit  of  mail  with  great  violence ;  and  all  was 
silent. 

"Who  goes  there ?^  exclaimed  one  of  the 
company. 

"  What  ho !  there,  you  clumsy  armourer  or 
careless  squire  —  speak,  whom  do  you  fi^ 
low?"  shouted  another. 

But  no  answer  was  returned. 

"  Heard  ye  any  footsteps  my  Lords  T*  de- 
manded the  Baron.  **  I  heard  none,  but  my 
ears  may  be  somewhat  the  worse  for  age." 

All  protested  that  they  had  heard  no  sounds 
like  those  of  footsteps ;  and  after  repeatedly 
summoning  the  supposed  Armourer  or  Esquire, 
they  hastened  towaixls  the  spot  whence  the 
noise  had  proceeded. 
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*'  Here  it  is !"  exclaimed  Salisbury,  "  I  had 
well-nigh  fallen  over  it;  and,  as  I  judge,  a 
goodly  suit  of  armour — though,  by  my  troth,  a 
heavy  one,  and  formed  for  a  large  and  stalwart 
man." 

"  Haply  then,  no  unfitting  fellow  for  thy 
sword,  Sir  Earl,"  said  Essex,  kicking  the  armour, 
which,  however  yielded  not  to  the  pressure  of 
his  foot,  "  Truly  it  is  of  a  surpassing  weight. 
I  marvel  what  armourer  hath  forged  so  ponder- 
ous a  suit  of  mail,  but  still  more,  what  knight 
there  is  of  England,  whose  frame  could  endure 
it.  See,  'tis  of  mingled  plate  and  mail ;  the 
owner  should  be  of  wealth  as  welt  as  of  weight, 
to  own  a  suit  so  costly.  Yet,  stay. — Heaven's 
mercy  upon  us,  a  human  body  is  encased  in  it! 
Pass  your  hands  over  it. — The  straps  of  the 
aventaile-  hath  given  way,  and  the  helmet  hath 
fallen  back. — Holy  Virgin,  the  poor  fellow's 
neck  hath  been  broken  in  the  fall — 'tis  snap- 


3SS 


THS  PILGBIM  BKOTBBSS. 


ped  like  a  reed — how  it  hangs  back  when  I 
nise  the  body  up." 

.  "  My  Lords,  a  sudden  thonght  strikes  me," 
sud  the  Baron, "  say,  is  not  this  the  tower  to 
which  De  Vertaio  was  consigned  this  mora  ?" 

"  Ua !  Lord  of  Chilham,  yoa  are  quick  of 
conception,'^  exclaimed  WiUJam  of  Salisbury. 
*'  It  must  be  so,  though  without  Ughts  we  cao- 
Dot  ascertain  the  truth.  As  I  live,  my  hands 
are  dabbled  o'er  with  blood  !  There  hath  been 
fold  dealing  here ;  a  wound  is  in  his  bosom, 
whence  flows  this  torrent  of  b!ood — I  say,  my 
Lords,  there  hath  been  foul  dealing." 

"  None  but  such  as  he  huth  dealt  on  himself," 
■aid  the  Baron.  "  But  we  waste  time  in  words 
—Let  us  hasten  to  esamjne  into  it — ^\Vbat  Bo  ! 
there — lights — lights — bring  torches,  on  the 
instant  !** 

The  call  was  speedily  obeyed,  and  seTeral 
attendants  hurried  towards  the  gpot  with  such 
torches  as  they  could  hastily  collect. 


^■^^^^^                   ( 

. '  Si 

(    It       !  / 

THE  FILCBIH    BKOTHBES.  2o9 

t  -When  the  red  glare  was  thrown  upon  the 
anuour-clad  body,  a  fearful  spectacle  was  pre- 
KDted  to  tlie  crowd  that  now  began  to  UiickeQ 
^und  it.  The  corpse  was  plaiuly  that  of  Tria- 
tan  de  Vcrtain.  The  lielmet  had  fallen  off,  and 
the  crufih*^  and  distorted  features  barely  re- 
tained enough  of  their  original  form  to  indicate 
the  rescuiblanee.  Every  limb  had  been  broken 
imd  mangled  ui  the  fall  from  a  height  so  terrific, 
tu  spite  of  the  wail  that  covered  thera.  'ITia 
very  mail  itself,  which  had  i^pHntered  so  many 
good  lances,  and  turned  aside  so  many  sworde, 
was  cruBhed  and  bent  out  of  shape.  A  stream 
of  blood  was  flowing  ftoia  a  deep  gash  in  tha 
bo^m,  ^lich  appeared  to  have  been  inflicted 
saith  a  forcible  stroke  Iroiu  some  sharp  weapon. 
Bi6  hauberk  had  been  opened  as  if  for  thi 
purpose  of  removing  any  impediment  to  ths 
blow,  and  the  point  of  the  fatal  weapon  still 
remained  in  the  wound,  the  hilt  having  doubt" 
less  been  broken  off  in  the  fall. 
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^  Horror  at  tbe  oontemplatioii  of  this  dietdfol 
object,  for  some  time  held  the  crowd  in  siknea. 
Sir  Ralph  de  Lucy  was  the  first  to  speak,  and 
then  it  was  but  as  if  he  gave  utterance  to  Ik 
private  thoughts — ^(br  he  exchdmedj  addressing 
the  body  before  him — *'  So,  this  is  the  end 
thou  has  come  to,  haughty  Knight.  Thou  hast 
perished  ignominiously  by  thine  own  cowardly 
hand-— cowardly,  I  say — ^for  though  the  act  of 
self-slaughter  be  a  bold  act,  yet  true  Taloor 
meets,  not  shuns,  the  evil  hour ;  and  thoa  didst 
fear  to  meet  the  events  of  to-morrow.  Thef^ 
Kes,  my  friends,  all  that  remains  of  one  who,  ai 
life,  thought  mankind  bom  but  to  be  tools  to 
his  ambition,  and  who,  in  pursuit  of  that,  oVr- 
looked  all  laws  and  all  ties.  But  he  is  gooe^^ 
his  account  is  now  to  be  rendered  before  a  higher 
tribunal.    Peace  be  to  his  ashes !  / 

^*  But  good,  my  Lord  of  Chilham,^'  said  the 
Lord  Constable,  who  had  now  joined  the  crowd. 
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"  must  not  this  matter  be  inquired  into  ?  How 
ehall  we  be  assured  that  the  Knight's  own  hand 
did  the  deed  ?  Tia  well  known  that  he  had 
enemies  (as  indeed  who  has  not),  and  I  trow 
there  be  hundreds  of  hirelings  now  abroad  who 
would,  for  a  meed,  commit  a  deed  far  worse. 
I  am  the  Constable  of  Dover,  and  in  that  pro- 
vince, I  shall  set  on  foot  such  inquiry  as  may  bring 
the  whole  to  light.  I  pray  you  observe,  gentle- 
men, that  my  words  point  at  none.  Bear  oS  the 
body  to  the  castle,  where  the  Chamberlain  shall 
take  order  for  the  decent  interment  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Knight ;  and  let  Sir  Roland  of  Montalbau 
be  summoned,  that  he  may  look  upon  the  sad 
termination  which  has  been  put  to  the  expected 
combat." 


fV 


CHAPTER  XVL 


Ttme*  Impute  it  not  a  erime 

Tome  or  xnj  swift  pttm|^,  tbst  I  slida 

0*er  sixteen  years,  andleaye  the  growth  untried 

Of  that  wide  g;ap. 

WiKTEa'«  Ti 

With  sorrow  do  we  state  the  circumsts] 
which  indaced  us  to  prefix  the  above  mott 
this^  our  concluding  chapter.  That  same  ti 
who  lays  his  hand  more  or  less  heavily  u 
all  sublunary  things,  has  so  roughly  treatc 
certain  portion  of  the  parchments  from  wl 
we  draw  the  matter  for  these  pages,  t 
several  years  are  actually  erased  from  what 
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illustrious  descendant  of  the  King  of  Plantaga- 
net  calls  the  records  of  the  Falchaitleys  ;  and 
we  can  make  out  no  single  word  in  the  MS.  of 
the  venerable  Bernardus,  until  we  come  to  the 
fifth  year  of  King  Henry  the  Third,  omitting 
thus  a  period  of  five  years. 

The  young  King  was  at  this  time  in  the 
fifteenth  year  of  his  age,  and  the  administration 
of  public  affairs  was  in  the  hands  of  Peter, 
Bishop  of  Winchester. 

Our  scene  still  lies  in  the  dear  old  castle  of 
Chilham.  Dear,  we  say,  because,  if  the  inci- 
dents, which  it  has  been  our  fate  to  record, 
dwell  in  the  recollection  of  our  readers  with  as 
many  pleasing  sensations  as  they  do  in  our  own, 
the  spot  in  which  they  have  transpired  wilt 
fimn  a  green  and  sunny  place  for  memory  to 
pause  m. 

Ifone  of  our  readers  can  have  forgotten  the 
(dd  hall  of  (%ilham,  with  its  lofty  groined  roof. 


I  T. 
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its  massive  candelabras,  and  the  huge  he 
on  which  were  wont  to  blaze,  faggots 
seemed  thrown  on  as  a  beacon  to  the  benig 
wayfarer.  Little  alteration  has  taken  pla< 
any  thing  about  it ;  save  in  the  number  and 
of  its  inmates.  The  noble^  the  true,  theva 
old  Baron  is — ^by  God*s  blessing — ^not  yet 
thered  to  his  fathers.  But  he  hath  places 
suit  of  armour,  than  which  none  ever  covei 
stouter  hearty  by  the  side  of  his  sire^  ii 
armoury:  he  hath  hung  his  last  tilting-Ii 
his  good  swordy  and  the  battle-axe,  which 
him  such  able  service  upon  an  occasion 
reader  wotteth  of,  over  the  hearth  in  his  anc 
hall.  There  they  rest,  uncalled  for,  and  ha 
a  trifle  dimmed  by  rust ;  but  not  unmindfu 
their  presence  is  he  who  has  wielded  then 
often,  and  so  well.  As  he  sits  in  his  high-bac 
oaken  chair,  (drawn,  perchance,  a  Uttle  ne 
V>  the  hearth  than  was  wont  to  be  in  fon 
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beholding  in  them  the  record  of  many  a  high 
deed— many  a  bold  attack,  and  stout  defence. 
At  such  momenta  he  will  seem  warmed  by  his 
youthful  firea;  he  speaks  to  the  rising  genera- 
tions of  the  valiant  warriors  whom  he  has  known, 
and  has  followed  or  led  on  to  glory — he  fights 
over  again,  with  harmless  action,  the  battles  that 
have  seen  bloody  tokens  of  his  strong  arm;  and, 
albeit,  his  narration  may  savour  of  a  slight  con- 
tempt for  the  degeneracy  of  things  present,  he 
faiU  not  to  blend  with  it  a  portion  of  wholesome 
instruction  to  those  around  him. 

But  are  not  we  also  falling  into  the  pardonable 
error  we  take  upon  ourselves  to  condemn?  are 
we  not  bestowing  so  many  words  upon  the  old 
man,  that  our  readers  may  begin  to  suppose  he 
sits  in  tlie  hall  of  his  fathers,  a  solitary  relic  of 
the  olden  time,  with  none  he  loves  to  hear  bit 
tales  and  his  chivalrous  sentiments ;  and  will  they 
not  be  tempted  to  exclaim,  *'  Is  no  memorial  due 

\OL.     II.  N 
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to  the  issue   of  the   faithiiil  and  enduring  lo^-e 
wludi  we  have  traced  through  these  pagee  ?'' 

Gentle  readers,  ne  hasten  to  correct  our  error. 
It  was  a  day  of  early  autumn — we  should  say 
the  close  of  a  day.  It  might  be  towards  the  end 
of  September.  The  sun  was  flinging  his  fare- 
well rays  through  the  eastern  windows,  whose 
great  height  alone  compensated  for  their  oarrvw- 
ness,  and  the  depth  of  their  embrasures,  tinging 
with  a  deep  red  hue  the  dark  oak  panels  of  the 
oppo»te  wainscot,  and  glancing  brightly  upon 
the  silver  candelabras.  But  the  nature  of  the 
apartment  and  the  feelings  of  its  Lord  alike  ren- 
dered a  good  fireiodispensably  r«4^uisite.  Such 
a  one  therefwe  blaaed  cheerfully  on  the  hearth, 
and  lent  its  glare  to  throw  a  varied  light  ijpoo 
th«  party  u  bo  sat  around  it. 

In  one  comer  we  behold  the  old  Baron  him- 
self. I'pon  his  knee  is  a  little  prattling  girl, 
whose  dark,  soft  eye,  fair  skin,   and   delicate 
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mouth,  sufficiently  betray  her  descent,  to  war- 
rant our  pronouncing  her  at  once  a  scion  of  the 
De  Lucy.  Opposite  are  a  pair,  if  possible,  more 
deeply  interesting :  for  if  the  striking  contrast  of 
rugged  age  and  lisping  infancy  be  attractive, 
far  more  so  is  the  soft  twilight  in  which  matured 
loveliness  and  sparkling  childhood  may  almost 
be  said  to  blend  with  one  another.  In  the 
principal  figure  we  recognise  the  Lady  Bertha 
(not  De  Lucy,  but)  De  Montalban,  the  five 
years  have  ripened  the  charms  which  our  readers 
first  beheld  budding  forth;  and  as  they  have 
been  years  of  pure  and  unmingled  happiness, 
they  have  stamped  upon  her  countenance,  joy 
untinged  by  sorrow,  sunny  brightness  without  a 
cloud  to  darken  it.  By  her  side  stands  a  noble 
little  boy  who  may  huve  numbered  about  four 
summers,  and  whom  without  a  spark  of  ma- 
ternal vanity  she  may  terra  a  very  cherub.  As 
she  fondly  parts  the  hair  from  his  high  fore- 
k2 
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head,  the  little  fellow  smiles  sweetlv 
looking  innocently  into  her  fond  eyes  dem 
«  will  he  come  bood  ,  Mother  ?" 

The  momentary  paleness  that  spread 
over  the  cheek  of  the  Lady  of  Montalban, 
the  slight  tremor  that  ran  through  her  f 
aHested  the  interest  she  took  in  the  obj» 
her  boy's  inquiry ;  but  her  emotion  so  qu 
passed  away,  that  it  was  evident  that  hopf 
joyfiil  anticipation  were  the  uppermost  feeiin 
the  bosom  of  the  fond  and  beautiful  wife, 
turned  towards  her  father,  saying,  "  My  j 
Halph  seeks  to  know  that  whereof  we  w< 
willingly  inform  him.  What  says  my  dea 
father  ?     Will  Roland  tarry  yet  much  longer 

"  By  my  faith,  sweetheart,  thou'rt  as  ex 
tionatc  as  thy  boy,"  said  the  Baron.  "  t 
often  shall  I  repeat,  that  thy  Roland  carniG 
pi^sibility  be  folded  in  thy  longing  embrace 
after  sunset  ?  Here  is  our  good  young  Ki 
so  hard  beset  by  a  sort  of  vermin  (would  ll 
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were  as  stingiess  as  they  are  worthleas)  that  lie 
is  fain  to  seek  the  country's  quiet  by  pardoning, 
at  one  sweep,  the  atrocious  acta  of  the  whole 
swaim.  By  the  soul  of  the  Conqueror,  this  old 
blood  boils  to  think  how  the  tender  years  of  my 
master's  son  are  made  the  occasion  of  bringing 
riot  and  bloodshed  on  the  land  !  Alack  !  it 
was  an  evil  day  for  King  Henry  and  his  people, 
when  the  noble  and  valiant  William  Marescbal 
was  called  to  his  account :  his  was  the  stout 
heart  and  the  strong  arm — the  ready  counsel 
and  the  prompt  action.  Had  he  been  spared  to 
us  till  now,  I  warrant  this  Foulk  de  Brent  long 
since  stripped  of  some  score  of  his  supernume- 
rary manors.  Curses  on  his  head !  he  bath 
stepped  into  the  shoes  of  many  a  better  man ; 
and  bloody  are  the  foot-marks  he  hath  trodden 
withal.  He  is  not  content  with  holding  out 
against  his  liege  Lord  as  many  castles  as  a  giant 
of  old,  but  he  must  bum  towns,  forsooth — in- 
vade the  sanctuaries   of  holy  monks ;  and,  to 
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crown  the  whole,  possess  himself  of  Eai 
enough  to  form  a  petty  kingdom.  Ant 
such  a  man,  it  behoTeth  a  King  of  Engh 
make  terms." 

So  saying,  and  swelling  with  indignatio 
old  Baron  commenced  a  game  of  8ee-san 
his  lovely  little  grand-daughter. 

The  Lady  Bertha,  who  only  beheld  i 
political  matters  spoken  of  by  her  sir«  id 
bghtful  prospect  of  her  husband's  speedy  n 
from  his  warlike  duties,  could  not  but  &ei 
applaud  the  peaceful  measures  of  the  kin 
wise,  politic,  and  merciful  in  the  extreme. 

"  But  surely,  my  dear  father,"  she  said,  * 
measure  is  a  wise  one  which  heals  the  wc 
of  a  kingdom,  and  restores  peace  to  the  b 
of " 

"  Bertha  de  Montalban,"  interrupted  thi 
Baron,  laughing  in  spite  of  himself ;  "ofa  i 
thou  art  a  most  sage  and  right  judging  ma 
my   Bertha;    and,  doubtless,  the  good  Kj 
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who  calls  thee  dame  is  of  thy  counsel,  if  the  truth 
were  known.  But  say — what  meant  that  start, 
my  child?" 

"  Oh,  listen !"  exclaimed  the  Lady  Bertha, 
rising  fh>m  her  seat,  while  a  bright  glow  suf- 
fused her  cheeks,  and  her  eyes  swam  in  ecetacy. 
"  Heard  you  not  that  bugle  blast  ?  I  know  it, 
oh,  how  well !     There  again " 

"  By  ray  crest,  a  young  wife's  ears  are  sharper 
than  an  old  father's!"  said  the  Baron.  "  I  dare 
swear  thou  art  not  deceived,  albeit  I  cannot 
attest  the  truth  of  thine  assertion.  Yet,  soft — 
methinks  I  hear  it  now :  yes,  it  swells  again — 
yet,  that  cannot  be  Montalban's— there  are  a 
score  of  trumpets  ringing — hark  to  them  !" 

So  saying,  the  old  Baron  rose,  and  led  his 
daughter  to  one  of  the  windows  which  looked 
into  the  court.  But  if  they  had  been  started  at 
hearing  the  sound  of  more  trumpets  than  the 
Knight  could  at  that  time  count  followers,  what 
was  their  surprise  and  alarm  when  a  tramp  of 


i 


272 


THE  PILGRIM    BBOTHBBS. 


\ 


horses  and  a  clatter  of  anuour  Bounded  thi 
the  court,  which  could  not  annotmce  thi 
proach  of  less  than  a  hundred  armed  wai 
The  children  inBtinctively  clung  to  their  moi 
rohe,  though  they  were  uot  able  to  uoder 
that  any  danger  was  to  be  apprehended. 

The  Lady  Bertha,  herself,  seized  the  ai 
her  father,  and,  with  much  agitation,  exclai 
"  Say,  dearest  father,  what  may  this  arri*-aj 
port  ?  Can  evil  be  at  hand  ?  Alas  !  sti 
fears  arise  in  this  poor  fluttering  bosom." 

"  Be  calm,  my  child,"  said  the  Baroo, 
must  await  the  issue,  whatever  it  be.  Thes( 
troublous  times,  wherein  rapine  and  robber 
I  before  remarked  in  respect  of  Foulk  de  Bi 
stalk  fearlessly  abroad,  and  no  man  can  be 
warned  of  his  evil  hour.  But  I  cannot  b 
myself  to  share  your  apprehensions,  for  t 
horsemen  will  scarce  have  passed  the  g;ate 
challenged,  and  we  know  of  old  that  Ai 
Turvile  hath  as  sharp  an  eye  for  a  foe  as 
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liath  an  ear  for  a  friend.  But  hark— footsteps 
—  approach  along  the  corridor — they  seem 
hurried,  though  they  announce  but  a  single 
comer." 

The  door  was  flung  wide,  and  in  an  instant 
the  Lady  Bertha  was  clasped  in  the  anns  of 
her  adored  Roland. 

"  And  thus  end  all  our  fears,"  said  the  Baron, 
after  having  in  his  turn  fondly  embraced  the 
Knight,  "  Know,  however,  dear  Roland,  that 
thy  gentle  dame  was  just  bethinking  her  of 
the  subterraneous  passage,  and  was  about  to 
summon  her  maidens  that  they  might  take  to 
flight  at  thy  dreaded  approach.  What  may 
import  so  lai^  a  band  of  followers  as  my  old 
ears  inform  me  have  accompanied  you?" 

The  Knight  started,  as  though  he  had  sud- 
denly recollected  something  of  importance. 
"  By  my  soul!"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  had  well 
nigh  forgotten  mine  allegiance  in  this  moment 
of  happiness  !    But  ht  will  forgive  me — My 
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beloved  Bertha— coid,    my   respected  fath 

grieve  to  tell  you  that  the  tune  I  can  devo 

you  is  short — indeed  so  short — ^that  it  is 

the  bright  sun  gleam  seen  for  a  moment  thr 

a  storm,  serving  but  to  render    the   dail 

which  follows  more  terrible  than  before  * 

summoned   to  attend  our   brave   King  tc 

Welsh  marches ;  and  you  will  doubtless  re 

when  you   learn  that  even   now   King  H 

honours  the  castle  with  his  presence.     E 

below,  attended  by  a  noble  and  knightly  t 

Being  on  our  way  fix)m  Norfolk  to  the  man 

and  I  prevailed  with  him  to  turn  thus  much 

of  his  road,  that  he  might  taste  the  hospit 

of  Chilham " 

.[  *'  Now  the  blessed  Virgin,  Queen  of  Heavei 

praised  that  I  have  lived  to  see  this  day  !" 

claimed  the  Baron,  while  tears  of  joy  sprang 

his  eyes — ''and  the  King  is  indeed  within 

walls? — Nay,  Roland,  thou  wouldst  not  have  i 

fered  him  to  remain  without  thus  long.     Al 


^1 


THB  PILGRIM  BBOTHERS.  Tft? 

Bee  thee  well,  fair  gentleman,  thou  seekest  to 
put  upon  me,  esteeming  me  an  old  man  and  a 
simple — Bay  dear  youth,  is  it  indeed  ao  T" 

"As  I  am  a  belted  KnJght,  it  is,"  said  Sir 
Roland,  "  but  he  is  of  a  kind  and  gentle  nature, 
and  would  not  put  a  restraint  upon  my  happiness 
at  this  moment,  by  his  royal  presence,  and  that 
of  his  gallant  train.  But  we  must  not  stretch 
his  courtesy  to  the  uttermost  point,  sweet  my 
Bertha.  1  will  hasten  to  introduce  these  noble 
guests.  Nay,  clasp  me  not,  but  suffer  me  to  go, 
dear  one — Ha  !  my  little  Ralph,  wil't  forth  with 
me,  boy?  give  me  thy  hand,  which  may  one  day 
wield  a  sword,  or  grasp  a  lance  in  thy  King's 
cause,  and  let  us  see  how  the  royal  presence  will 
move  thee.  And  I  pray  of  you,  father,  to  issue 
such  orders  as  may  cause  a  hasty  meal  to  grace 
the  board,  albeit,  one  that  shall  not  give  rise  to 
any  scandal  concerning  your  buttery  and  cellar. 
For  believe  me,  we  may  tarry  but  a  few  hours, 
important  matters  calUng  uselsewheri;." 
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Sir  Roland  was  not  long  absent,  and  the 

proach  of  his  numerous  guests  was  announce 

many  peals  of  laughter,  and  the  sound  of  vo 

I  high  in  jest  and  merriment*     The  Knight  1 

I  self  entered  first,  and  introduced  the  King  in 

form  to  his  fair  lady  and  her  sire. 

Henry  was  at  this  time  in  his  fifteenth  ] 
and  his  countenance,  far  from  resembling 
singularly  forbidding  and  ferocious  portrai 
which  master  Raphael  HoUinshed  hath  pref 
to  y*  actes  of  his  reigne,  was  agreeable,  and 
for  a  slight  imperfection  in  one  of  his  eyes,  m 
have  been  termed  handsome*    His  figure,  w 
though  not  tall,  was  muscular  for  his  age, 
very  graceful,  was  now  greatly  set  off  by  his 
'    perb  suit  of  mail.   To  the  old  Baron,  his  gree 
was  warm,  and  even  affectionate,  for  the  sen 
to  the  father  could  not  be  easily  forgotten  b]/ 
son,  who  but  for  them  might  never  have 
sessed  the  crown  which  he  now  wore. 

^^  Right  glad  am  I  to  behold  your  Ghrace 
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neath  this  roof,"  said  Sir  Ralph,  "and  I  thank 
Heaven  I  am  permitted  to  aee  thia  day,  which 
may  well  be  recorded  as  a  day  of  joy  to 
Chilham." 

"  Believe  me,  noble  Dc  Lucy,"  said  the  young 
King,  "  the  gladness  is  mutual — albeit,  I  would 
the  occasion  were  other  than  it  is — alack  !  good 
Baron  (and  here  he  shook  his  head  mournfully) 
— if  my  youth  ia  to  be  accustomed  to  no  scenes 
save  those  of  bloodshed,  in  this  poor  distracted 
kingdom,  what  may  I  look  for  in  age  ?" 

"  A  cloudy  morning,  my  Liege,  is  oft  times 
the  forerunner  of  a  clear  and  sunny  day,"  re- 
plied the  Baron,  "  but  I  beseech  your  High- 
ness not  to  dash  with  sorrowful  reflections  a 
period,  which  being  short,  may  well  be  devoted 
to  rejoicing.  1  need  not  assure  you  how  wel- 
come you  and  all  these  noble  lords  will  be  to 
partake  of  a  small  collation  which  1  have  com- 
manded, neither  is  it  necessary  that  I  crave  your 
foi^veness  for  any  lack  of  coatlinesa  or  attend- 
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luice  in  your  eDtertainment,  since  all  men  ] 
that  short  warning  brings  scanty  fere." 

The  Baron  then  hastened  to  salute 
nobles  and  knights  in  the  King's  train,  mo 
whom  were  personally  known  to  him.  " 
noble  Earl  of  Salisbury,  I  give  you  gree 
your  royal  nephew's  presence  would  ma] 
worse  man,  following  him,  welcome  here— 
you  have  other  claims  upon  my  friends 
What,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  you  have  i 
acknowledged  the  rightful  heir  of  Engla 
crown? — I  give  you  joy,  you  are  doubly  welci 
to  Chilham.  Also  the  noble  De  Bohun,  ' 
hath  in  these  latter  days  chosen  the  be 
part.  Sir  Ralph  De  Montfichet,  accept 
hand  of  an  old  man  who  remembers  the  t 
when  he  would  have  exchanged  no  courte 
with  your  iather'a  son,  save  Ihose  of  the  la 
and  the  battle-axe.  But  praised  be  Hea 
who  have  sent  us  better  days,  aud  put  dc 
the  unnatural  strife  which  was  between  brot 
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waniors-  Ha  !  my  old  fellow  in  arms,  Earl 
Ranulph. — I  give  you  a  hearty  greeting. — We 
have  lived  to  see  good  times,  and  I  trust  shall 
yet  see  better,  when  the  land  is  purged  of  these 
pestilent  fellows  on  the  marches." 

*'  Marry,  that  shall  we,  old  comrade,"  replied 
the  stout  Earl  of  Chester,  embracing  him 
warmly,  "  for  by  all  accounts  these  Welshmen 
are  a  herd  that  will  scarce  abide  the  braying  of 
our  trumpets,  much  lesa  the  clashing  of  our 
swords. — la  not  sue  hour  information,  my  Lord 
of  Salisbury  f" 

The  King,  who  in  the  mean  time  had  been 
exchanging  courtesies  with  the  beautiful  Lady  of 
Montalban,  now  approached,  leading  by  the 
hand  the  little  Ralph.  "  A  boon,  my  Lord 
Baron,''  he  exclaimed,  "  we  ask  a  boon." 

"  Granted,  my  Liege — granted  ere  spoken," 
said  the  Baron. 

"  In  truth,"  said  the  King,  "  your  voice  can 
at  best  be  but  that  of  confirmation,  seeing  that 
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your  fair  daughter,  whom  most  it  ( 
hath  ah%ady  smiled  upon  my  request 
that  when  your  grandson  shall  have  atts 
proper  age,  he  shall  come  to  our  co 
perform  the  duties  of  a  Page  about  our  t 
son  ;  there  to  learn,  among  other  noble 
the  lessons  of  honour  and  faith  which  hi 
kept  alive  in  England  by  such  men  ai 
now  see  around  me.  I  promise  you 
see  there  no  examples  unworthy  his  desi 
With  a  full  heart  the  old  man  d 
smiling  boy  to  his  bosom  ;  and,  while  1: 
to  conceal  his  emotion  by  embracing 
said,  "  In  this  fair  child,  my  Liege, 
rising  scion — 'tis  as  yet  the  only  oue- 
tree  that  has  stood  many  a  shock  in  th< 
of  your  forefather.  That  tree  hath  uoi 
useless — it  hath  fallen  into  the  yellow  &( 
is  fiist  withering;  but  were  its  descend 
;  as  the  progeny  of  the  forest,  8 
required  by  their  King — yea.  th 
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were  to  have  them  hewn  down,  root  and  branch, 
I  would  freely  bestow  them  all  upon  the  grand- 
BOn  of  my  dear  Master,  King  Henry, — Your 
Highness  is  answered." 


Gentle  reader,  who  hast  accompanied  us 
through  so  much  of  adventure  in  "  flood  and 
field" — through  so  many  varied  scenes  of  "  fierce 
war  and  faithful  love" — surely  thou  wilt  confesi 
it  a  melancholy  task  to  trace  the  gradual  inroad 
of  time  upon  those  who  have  erst  claimed  our 
common  interest. 

Draw  we  thai  the  veil  of  oblivion,  while  all 
is  bright,  smiling  and  happy.  Make  we  fast 
the  clasps  of  the  Bemardine  Scroll,  ei«  we  light 
upon  the  page  wherein   may  he   reconied  the 
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days  of  darkness,  and  pain,  and  sorrow — for, 
alas !  where  is  the  creature  of  earth,  in  whose 
life  these  form  not  too  large  a  portion  ?  So,  hke 
the  last  dying  chord  of  some  rich  harmony, 
which,  though  it  has  ceased  to  vibrate  upon  the 
listener's  ear,  seems  to  dwell  in  his  memory^ 
shall  our  latest  recollections  be  of  pleasant 
things ;  and  the  names  of  Bertha  and  Roland 
dwell  in  our  memory  with  none  but  sweet  asso* 
ciations. 


TH£    END. 


WHtTINO,  BIAVrOKT  HOVflii  ITftAKD. 
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